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Preface. 


GLORIOUS    PRAISE   is  a  treasury  of  song    containing  over  three- 
hundred  of  the  best   Christian  Hymns  and  music  extant. 
It  has  been  carefully  compiled,  and  includes  the  old  favorites,  endeared 
to  Christian  hearts  wherever  praise  is  sung,  as  well  as  the  latest  and 
most  popular  work  of  the  very  best  composers  of  Sacred  Song  of  to-day. 

Every  phase  of  Christian  work  has  been  supplied,  the  Prayer  Meet- 
ing, Sunday-School,  Young  People1  s  Societies,  Evangelistic  Work,  and  the 
Church  Service  for  the  smaller  churches  which  may  not  feel  able  to  pro- 
cure the  larger  hymnals: 

Glorious  Praise,  will,  it  is  believed,  supply  a  long  felt  want  in  all  oui 
churches  large  and  small  for  a  book  containing  the  better  class  of  hymns, 
and  a  higher  grade  of  devotional  music. 

With  a  sincere  prayer  that  God  may  bless  and  use  it  in  kindling  the 
fires  of  true  devotion,  and  bringing  souls  into  a  more  loving  communion 
with  Him,  Glorious  Praise  is  sent  forth. 

Harvey  &  Burnett. 

Louisville,  Ky. 


Glorious  Praise* 


No.  1. 


Fanny  J.  Crosby. 


Glory,  Glory. 
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1.  Glo  -  ry,    glo-ry,    glo  -  ry,  Lord    our  Cre  -  a  -   tor;  Numbers  with-out 

2.  Glo-ry,    glo-ry,    glo-ry,  Lord    our  Cre  -  a  -   tor;  Thou    a-lone  hast 

3.  Glo  -  ry,   glo  -  ry,    glo  -  ry,  Thine  be   the   glo  -  ry,    Fa  -  ther,  Son,  and 
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num-ber    a-round  thy  throne  pro-claim  Glo-ry,  glo-ry,  glo  -  ry, 

conquered,  the  kingdom  thine  shall  be;  Glo-ry,  glo-ry,  glo  -  ry, 

Spir  -  it,      e  -  ter-nal  Three  in     One;  Glo-ry,  glo-ry,  glo  -  ry, 
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maj-  es-  ty,  do-min-  ion,  Truth, love  and  mer-cy  crown  thy  ho  -  ly  name 
mul-titudes  a  dor  -  ing  Now  with  re  -  joic-ing  lift  their  souls  to  thee, 
as      in  the   be-gin-ning,  Now  and  for-ev  -  er      let  thy  will  be  done. 
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No.  2. 


Light  of  My  Life. 


B.  W.  Burleigh. 


D.  B.  Towner. 


1.  O    thou  Light      of 

2.  O    thou  Friend    of 

3.  O    thou  Shep  -  herd     of    men 

4.  O    thou  King       of       my   life, 
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my   soul,    bless  -  ed 

the  poor,    bless  -  ed 

bless  -  ed 

bless  -  ed 


Sav  -  iour, 
Sav  -  iour, 
Sav  -  iour, 
Sav  -  iour. 


Thou    hast 
Thou    hast 
Thou  wouldst 
From     my 
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brought  to      this     dark  world  the  light;     Once  the    dark  -  ness     of     sin 

brought  from  thy    boun  -  ti  -     ful   store      Ma  -  ny    treas  -  ures   and  rich  - 

gath    -    er      thy    poor   scat-  tered  sheep     From  the  moun-tains     of     sin 

heart        I    would  ev    -    er  -  more  raise,     With  the  hosts      of       re-deemed 
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lay    up  -   on      me,  And     I     loved 

es     and  bless -ings,  And  each   day 

to      the     pas  -  ture,  Where  in    safe 
ones  in    heav  -  en,       Un  -  to     thee 
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noth  -  ing  else  but  the  night, 
thou  art  giv  -  ing  us  more. 
■  ty  thy  fold  thou  canst  keep, 
joy  -  ous    an  -  thems  of     praise. 
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O     thou   Light, 


Light,    thou 
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of       my       life,  O      thou 

Light      of       my     life, 
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Friend  from  Gal    -   i  -   lee! 

O  Friend,  thou  Friend  from  fair    Gal 
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Like     a      bright 
i  -  lee!  Like     a      bright 
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Light  of  My  Life.— Concluded. 
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bea  -  con   light, 
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Let   me    shine    in   this  world     for      thee. 
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in      the  night,  -m- 
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I  Now  Believe  in  Christ  the  Lord. 


E.  A.  Hoffman. 
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1.  I  now  be-lieve    in  Christ  the  Lord,  And  trust  his  grace 

2.  I  now  be-lieve     he   saves  my  soul,  His  grace  is     so 

3.  I  now  be-lieve  his  blood  has  pow'r,  To       sat  -  is  -  fy 

4.  I  now  be-lieve  and  doubt  no  more,  And   vanished  is 
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as  -  sur -ing; 
me  whol  -  ly, 
my    sad-ness; 
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For    well   I  know  he  loves  his  child,  And 

So          I     go    on  in  faith  and  love,  Un  - 

And     so     I   trust  my  all    to    him,  This 

My  faith  lays  hold  up  -    on  his  grace,  And 
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will  for-sake 

to    the  end 

Saviour  meek 

I  have  peace 


me  nev  -  er. 
en  -  dur-ing. 
and  low  -  ly. 
and  gladness. 
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Chorus. 
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I     now  be-lieve   with    all  my  heart, 
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To   make  a  -  tone  -  ment    for  my  sin,    His    precious  life      he  gave  me. 
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No.  4.    The  Hour  We  Spend  with  Jesus. 


Ida  Scott  Taylor. 


W.  H.  Doane. 
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1.  There  is    no  sweet- er  time  thanthis,The  hour  we  spend  with  Je  -  sus; 

2.  We     hear  his  voice     in  mer-cy  pleacl,The  hour  we  spend  with  Je  -  sus; 

3.  Ee  -  d^em-ing  love  cur  theme  shall  be, The  hour  we  spend  with  Je  -  sus; 
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We  taste  with  "him  e  -  ter  -  nal  bliss, 
He  shows  each  heart  its  great -est  need, 
Ee-newed  by  grace    di  -  vine  are     we, 


The  hour  we  spend  with  Je  -  sus; 
The  hour  we  spend  with  Je  -  sus; 
The  hour  we  spend  with  Je  -  sus; 


We      feel  his  pres-ence  and   we  know 

What  peace  we  find,  what  comfort  sweet, 

O      wondrous  love,     O    sa-credhour! 
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His  love  will  nev  -  er    let  us    go, 
When  gathered' round  his  mercy-seat, 
The  clouds  of  sin     no  lon-ger  low'r; 
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We  drop  our  bur  -  den  and  our  woe,  The  hour  we  spend  with  Je  -  sus. 
There  par-don  and  com-pas-sion  meet,  The  hour  we  spend  with  Je  -  sus. 
We    feel  the  Spirit's  quick'ning  pow'r,  The  hour  we  spend  with  Je  -  sus. 
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The      hour ....  we  spend  with  Je  -  sus, How  pre-cious  and  how     sweet; 

The  hour  Je  -  sus  here,  how  sweet. 
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Copyright,  1903,  bjr  W.  H.  Doane. 


The  Hour  We  Spend.— Concluded. 


To     drop our  care  and  leave  it  there,  And  dwell  in  him  com-plete. 

to    drop^.  J <* jt_ 


t 


S 


m 


fcfc 


f=n 


■!-    i      v— y— v— v-\- 


f 


No.  5. 


Close  to  Thy  Cross. 


Josephus  Anderson,  D.  D. 


Wm.  J.   KlRKPATRICK. 
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1.  Close,  close  to   thy  cross,  O  Christ!  My    sin  -  ful  soul  would  fly; 

2.  Close,  close  to   thy  cross,  O  Christ!  My  troubled  soul  would  go; 

3.  Close,  close  to   thy  cross,  O  Christ!  My  tempted  soul  would  stand; 

4.  Close,  close  to   thy  cross,  O  Christ!  My   wea  -  ry  soul  would  rest; 
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Thy  flow- ing  blood  can  wash  me  white  From  sins  of  crim-son  dye! 
There's  sweet  re-lief  in  thy  warm  love  For  ev  - 'ry  grief  I  know! 
No  foe  can  harm,  no  work  o'er-task,  While  un-der  thy  kind  hand! 
No    wrath,  no  fear,  no  shadows  there  Dis  -  turb  my  qui  -  et    breast! 
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Chorus. 
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Close  to  thy  cross,  close   to  thy  cross, 
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Je-sus,  my  Lord,  I     cling;. 
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I  cling; 
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Shel-ter  me  there,    shel-ter  me  there,  'Neath  thy  protect-ing   wing. 
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No.  6.    'Tis  the  Blessed  Hour  of  Prayer. 


Fanny  J.  Crosby. 


W.  H.  Doane. 
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1.  'Tis  the  bless-ed  hour  of  pray 'r,  when  our  hearts  low-ly   bend,  And    we 

2.  'Tis   the  bless-ed  hour  of  pray'r,when  the  Saviour  draws  near,  With     a 

3.  'Tis   the  bless-ed  hour  of  pray'r,  when  the  tempted   and  tried,   To     the 

4.  At    the  bless-ed  hour  of  pray'r,  trusting  him   we     be  -  lieve  That  the 
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gath-er  to  Je-sus,  our  Sav-iour  and  Friend;  If  we  come  to  him  in 
ten-der  com-pas-sion  his  chil-dren  to  hear;  "When  he  tells  us  we  may 
Saviour  who  loves  them  their  sorrow  con  -  fide;  With  a  sym  -  pa-thiz-ing 
blessing  we're  needing  we'll  sure- ly  re-ceive,    In    the  full- ness  of  this 
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faith,  his  pro-tec-  tion  to  share,  What  a  balm  for  the  wea  -  ry! 

cast      at   his  feet   ev  - 'ry  care,  What  a  balm  for  the  wea -ry! 

heart   he  removes  ev  - 'ry  care;  What  a  balm  for  the  wea -ry! 

trust  we  shall  lose  ev-  'ry  care;  What  a  balm  for  the  wea-ry! 


O  how 
O  how 
O  how 
O  how 
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Chorus 


-What  a  balm  for    the  wea-ry!    O  how 


sweet  to 
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be  there!   Bless-ed  hour 


of  pray'r,  Blessed  hour     of  pray'r; 


sweet  to     be  there! 
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No.  7. 


Ask  and  Receive. 


E.  E.  Hewitt. 


Wm.  J.   KlRKPATRICK. 
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1.  Ask  and  re-ceive;  it    is  God's chos-en  way;    Heav-eu  draws  near  us  when 

2.  Ask  aud  re-ceive ;  yet  our  Father  knows  best  Just  how  to    an-swer  each 

3.  Ask.  and  re-ceive;  ev-'ry  bur- den  aud  grief   Take   to    the  Fa-ther  and 

4.  Ask  and  re-ceive  precious  gifts  for  the  soul;  "  Rich- es     in    glo-ry  "  are 
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hum-bly     we  pray;  Come   in     the  name  that  will     al-ways  pre -vail, 

f er  -  vent    re-  quest ;  Just  when    to  send    the  right  bless-  ing    we   need ; 

find  sweet  re  -  lief ;  Noth-ing    too  trif-ling    to    bring  to     his    care; 

in        his    con-trol;  Won  -  der  -  ful  treas- ures  that    ev  -  er      in- crease; 
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Refrain. 


Trusting    the  prom-ise  that  nev  -  er    will  fail. 
Deep-er  than  words  are  the  wants  he    can  read. 
Noth-ing   too  heav  -  y     for    Je  -  sus    to    bear. 
Love's  golden   sunshine  and  star-light  of  peace.. 


-F-     -F-     f. 


0-      m m      -0- 

E=Ff — F=£ 


.(Z.. 


I 


H=t=t=t: 


-W^- 
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prom-ise    be-  lieve;  Trust-ful  -  ly,     joy-  ful  -  ly,    Ask  and   re  -  ceive. 
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No.  8.      One  Blessed  Hour  With  Jesus. 


Fanny  J.  Crosby. 


W.  H.  Doane. 
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1.  One  bless-ed  hour  with  Je  -  sus  our  Lord,  One  bless-ed  hour  to 

2.  One  bless-ed  hour  with  Je  -  sus    to  plead,  One  bless-ed  hour  to 

3.  One  bless-ed  hour  from  la  -  bor    to     rest,  One  bless-ed  hour  to 

4.  One  bless-ed  hour  with  Je  -  sus  our  King,  One  bless-ed  hour  to 
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feast     on    his  word; 

One  bless  -  ed  hour 

with    Je  -   sus    a  -    part, 

tell     him  our  need; 

One  bless  -  ed  hour 

re  -  fresh  -  ing  and  sweet, 

lean      on  his  breast; 

Lov  -  ing  and  loved 

his      fa  -  vor    to   share, 

speak  and   to    'sing; 

One  bless  -  ed  hour 

with    Je  -  sus,  how  dear! 
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One  bless  -  ed  hour  to  calm  the     troub  -  led     heart. 

One  bless  -  ed  hour  to  sit  at        Je   -   sus'      feet. 

One  bless  -  ed  hour  of  soul  re    -   viv  -   ing  pray'r. 

Sure  -     ly       'tis  Heav'n,  and  Heav'n  it  -    self        is        here. 
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One  sweet  hour  of    ho  -  ly,    calm     de  -  light,  One  sweet  hour  of   ten- 
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melting  love;  One  sweet  hour,  O  precious  Saviour, One  sweet  hour  with 
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No.  9. 


E.  E.  Hewitt. 


A  Blessing  in  Prayer. 


WM.   J.    KlRKPATRICK. 


-t-^-r-? 


qzzq: 


i  LS 


^3 


the 


1.  There  is  rest,  sweet  rest,  at  the  Master's  feet,  There  is  fa  -  vor  now  at 

2.  There  is  grace  to  help  in  our  time  of  need,  For  our  Friend  a-bove  is  a 
i.  When  our  songs  are  glad  with  the  joy  of  life,  V/hen  our  hearts  are  sad  with  its 
4.  There  is  perfect  peace  tho'  the  wild  waves  roll,  There  are  gifts  of  love  for  the 


mer  -  cy     seat,  For   a  -  ton  -  ing  blood  has  been  sprinkled  there;  There  is 

Friend  in-deed,  We  may  cast   on     him    ev  -  'ry  grief  and   care;  There  is 

ills    and  strife,  When  the  pow-ers    of  sin  would  the  soul  ensnare,  There  is 

seek  -  ing   soul,  Till  we  praise  the  Lord   in   his  home    so    fair,    There  is 

%  j*.    #.     _*.      -*_      -*.      Jft.    jl.     .p. 
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Chortjs. 
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1/  I 

al-ways  a  blessing,  a  blessing  in  pray'r.  There's  a  blessing  in  pray'r,  in  be  • 
-*--«-  ^  -*-  +>  -#-  ■*-  -ft 
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lieving  prayr',  When  our  Saviour's  name  to  the  throne  we  bear ;  Then  a  Father's 
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1/  1/ 

love  will  re  -  ceive  us  there ;  There  is  always  a  blessing,  a  blessing  in  pray'r. 
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No.  10. 


Tenderly 


A  Blest  Eternity. 

Duet,  Soprano  and  Tenor. 


W.  H.  Ooane. 


*r     Vv\>  I    i    I    u  Pi    u  "T  C  i    i    Li  ?  rJ 


1.  After  the  clouds  their  flight  have  sped,  After  our  days  aud  years  have  fled, 

2.  Aft  -  er  our  seed  on  earth  is    sown,     Aft-er  the  time  to    reap  has  flown, 

3.  After  these  changeful  scenes  shall  end,  After  our  parting,  friend  with  friend, 

4.  Aft  -  er  the  cross  we  here  lay  down,     Is  there  for  us    a     robe  and  crown  ? 


l^A ^-i-nJ  J  hfrj  jy  £  i.  J-  ;y  >J 
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ritando. 
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i/       1/1/      I        I        I      1/     I     "I 
Aft-er  our  care  and  toil, what  then? 
Aft-er  the  sun  -  set  hour  is    past, 
Aft-er   a   night  of  pain  is    o'er, 
Borne  on  the  wings  of  joy  and  love, 


n^rti 


Say,  shall  we  wake  to  life  a  -  gain  ? 
Say,  shall  we  wake  in  Heav'n  at  last? 
Say,  shall  we  meet  to  weep  no  more  ? 
Say,  shall  we  dwell  with  Christ,above  ? 


-V — V — V— H 1 H     .   I  p    • — * f- — * — * — l-P-^P — i — * — * 1 h 


Chorus. 


Y  ■  f    V 


in    s    rv 
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-*-m 
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If,  on  the  Rock, our  faith  a  -  bide, ....        If,   in   its     cleft, .... 

If,  on  the  Rock, our  faith  in  Christ    a-bide,  If,  in   its  cleft, 


BbaBbfi^g 
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t. 


-»-  -•-  -»-  -•- 
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our  souls   we     hide,....     Then, with  the     Lord,..., 

our   souls,    our   souls  we  hide,  Then.with  the 


we    all 


Lord, 


may 


1/       i/ 
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No.  11. 


Heirs  and  Joint-Heirs. 


Mrs.  Mary  B.  Wingate. 


Wm.  J.   KlRKPATRICK. 


fep= 
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1.  Heir  of    a   might-y  King,  heir  to      a  throne,  Why  art  thou  wan-der-ing 

2.  Heir  of     a     Con-queror,  why  dost  thou  fear  ?  Foes  can- not  trouble  thee 

3.  Heir  of  the  King  of  kings,  nev-  er     re  -  pine,  Talk  not    of     pov  -  er  -  ty, 

4.  Heir  by  in  -  her-  i  -tance !  child  of   thy   God!  Right  to    thy   son-ship  is 
-       -       -       +-    +-    -        #        -       -*•     -P- 
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sad    and    a   -   lone  ?  Heir    to    the  love      of  God,    heir    to     his    grace, 

when  he     is       near;   Child  of    the  prom  -  is  -  es,      be    not    op -pressed, 

rich  -  es    are     thine;  Heir    of    the  Ho  -   ly    One,  canst  thou  not      see 
found  in  his     word;  Walk  with  the      no  -  ble  ones,  nev  -  er      a  -   lone; 

'V-      "•-      -•"         -P-'  1 I  )  !  mm  m       -»-.-?-        -&-' 


g3=t=t 
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1      M 
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Chorus. 
_4— -IV-& 
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Rise  to  thy  priv  -  i-lege,  claiming  thy  place. 
Claim  what  be-longs  to  thee,  find  sweetest  rest. 
Treas-ures  un-bouuded  are  wait-ing  for  thee? 
Prince  of    the  Royal  Blood  come  to  thy  throne. 


Heirs!  we  are  joint-heirs  with 


yes! 
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Je-  sus  our  Lord !  Heirs  of  the  cov-enant,  found  in   his  word !  Rise  to   thy 
jQint-heirs ! 

-f-     ■*-    -P-'  m     m     m  .  m     -0-'     m     ^         -£-     -f-    ffi»-      j£ I 


-e; 


4- 


priv  -  i-lege,  heir  to  his  grace!  Heir  to  the  love  of  God,  Rise,  claim  thy  place. 
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No.  12.  When  Lore  Shines  In. 

Mrs.  Frank  a.  Breck.  Wm.  J.  Kirkpatrick. 


1.  Je  -  sus  conies  with  pow'r  to  gladden,  When  love  shines  in, 

2.  How  the  world  will  glow  with  beauty,  When  love  shines  in, 

3.  Dark  -est  sorrow  will  grow  brighter,  When  love  shines  in, 

4.  We      may  have  unfad-ing  splendor,  When  love  shines  in, 


Ev-  'ry  life  that 
And  the  heart  re- 
And  the  heaviest 
And  a  friendship 


woe  can  sadden,  When  love  shines 
joice  in  du  -  ty,  When  love  shines 
bur  -  den  light-er,  When  love  shines 
true  and  ten-der,  When  love  shines 


in. 
in. 


Love    will  teach  us  how  to  pray, 

Tri    -    als  may  be  sane-  ti  -  fied, 

'Tis      the  glo-ry  that  will  throw 

When  earth-vict'ries  shall  be  won, 

:£    :fL  m      m      .     fi  :£' 
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Love 
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will  drive  the  gloom  away, Turn  our  darkness  into  day,  When  love 
the  soul  in  peace  abide,  Life  will  all  be  glo  -  ri- tied,  When  love 

t  to  show  us  where  to  go ;  O  the  heart  shall  blessing  know  When  love 
our  life  in  heav'n  begun,  There  will  be  no  need  of  sun,  For  love 


shines  in. 
shines  in. 
shines  in. 
shines  in. 
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When  love     shines 

yhen  love  i 
h      i 

*    g  J    ^ 


in, When  love      shines    in, 

N     J  \r-  _N 


How  the  heart  is 
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When  love  shines  in, ... . 
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When  love  shines  in,  When  love  shines  in, 


m 


! ' — • -»H2  ' *: — r* — 9 


When  love  shines  in, 


tuned  to  singing,  When  love  shines   in ; .  . .  .When  love  shines       in, .  . .  When 
When  love  shines  in";..  When  love  shines  in,. .. 
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When  love  shines  in,  When  love  shines  in. 
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fp 


When  Love  Shines  In. 

— ' M r-i- , *r-4 


Concluded. 


33 
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— v- 


:fz^=I=i 


gl 


love  shines     in,     Joy  and  peace  to  others  bringing,  When  love  shines  in. 

when  love  shines  in. 
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When  love  shines  in, 


No.  13, 


I  Shall  Be  Like  Him. 


Rev.  A.  Spencer,  D.  D. 


a   in    rs- 


11 r 1 1 1 1 2 r — 


s     N     N  _N- 


-H-0 — m—0 — 0 — m — 0- 

-<D-0 — 0 — 0 — 0 — J— J- 


rrr-t 


1.  When  I  shall  reach  the  more  excellent  glory,   And  all  my  tri-als  are   past, 

2.  We  shall  not  wait  till  the  glorious  dawning    Breaks  on  the  vision  so  fair, 

3.  More  and  more  like  him,  repeat  the  blest  story,  Over  and  o-  ver    a  -  gain, 


.  a  •   f   p   f   •   •   ,T"   FlIP 
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I  shall  be  like  him,  O  won-der-ful  sto-ry!  I  shall  be  like  him  at  last. 
Now  we  may  welcome  the  heavenly  morning,  Now  we  his  image  may  bear. 
Changed  hy  his  spirit  from  glory  to  glo-ry,      I     shall  be  sat-  is-  fied  then. 
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I  shall  be  like  him,    I  shall  be  like  him,  And  in  his  beauty  shall  shine, 

-0-  -0-  -0-  £.  £  ^zfzf:^' 
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f    y    y 
I  shall  be  like  him,  Wondrously  like  him,  Je-sus,  my  Saviour  di 

£:  £  £  -f:  ---  -£ 


vine. 
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No.  14. 


Fanny  J.  Crosby. 


The  Hour  of  Prayer. 


W.  H.  Doane. 


-4—.      is  rT=3=E 
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1.  There's  an  hour  that  comes  like  a  heal-ing  balm,  When  evening  shades  are 

2.  'Tis     the  hour  of  pray'r  that  renews  our  strength,  Makes  Christian  du-  ty 

3.  'Tis    the  pray'r  of  faith  that;  dis-pels  our  clouds,  Gives  joy     be-yond  ex- 

...  .    . .  k-  -.-    ri 


&& 


1—1 t=l 
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=tr 


-j 1— — j-  -• « -• 


p.- 

fall  -  ing,  And  we  lay  our  cares  at  the  Sav  -  iour's  feet,  His 
clear  -  er,  'Tis  the  hour  of  pray'r  and  its  pow'r  that  draws  Our 
pres  -  sion,  For        it   fills    our  hearts  and    it    crowns  our    lives  With 


s§ 


m 


±=*=s=B 


-v — ■ 


A — I- 


£=*=3:= 


Chorus.  Slower. 
-I— 
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gift      of  grace  re  -   call  -  ing  )  Loving-ly     now, 
heav'nly  home  still    near  -  er.    >• 
all   that's  worth  pos  -  sess  -  ing.  J 


ferv 


ent-ly 


m=f~- 
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Lov-ing-ly  now, 

.0.  g.  -0.   .0. 

— m — 0 — #— -0— 


-2k—v—v—v—\ — s- 


EEzl 


=t=J= 


« — ^ — i <- g* — i- in — j- 


bow, 


fer  -  vent  -  ly     bow, 
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Wel-comethis  hour     of     ho  -   ly    calm     so 


fe»=fc=H=E— ±— >: 
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sweet; Lov-ing-ly 

sweet,      so      sweet, 


now,  fer-  vent  -  ly 

Lov  -  ing  -   ly      now, 
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The  Hour  of  Prayer— Concluded. 


bow,  Breathing  the  pray'r  of    faith    at     Je  -  sus' 

fer-vent-ly  bow, 

-»-  -•-   -»-  -»-     -»- 
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feet. 
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No.  15.        Humbly,  0  Lord,  I  Wait. 


Ida  L.  Reed. 


W.  H.  Doane. 


d 


— i — i — . 
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1.  Hum  -  bly,  O    Lord,  I    wait,     Be  -  side  thy  throne,  No       treas-ure 

2.  With  enip-  ty  hands  I   come,    No     gifts   I     bring  To       thee,  thou 

3.  Cold      is    the  world  to    me,      And  dark,  dear  Lord,  With  -  out  thy 


4.  No        oth  -  er  friend  I   know,   No  friend  like  thee, 


t=t=t=P^ 


Whose  heal-ing 


£=¥=£=£= 
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*3=j=t: 


z]=^zq=pq: 


!s=S 


=i 
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rich   or  great,  I       call  my  own.     But    all     I    am  is  thine,  Bought  by  thy 
Ho-  ly   One,  My  gracious  King;  But     in  thy  loving  eyes,  Each  scar  and 
mer  -  cy  free,   Thy  Ho  -  ly  word,    On  which  to  lean  and  rest,  When  wea-ry 
love  doth  flow,  So    full  and  free;    That    ev  -'ry  sor-row  dies,  And  wea-ry 


^fe£ 
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love    di  -  vine, 
sac  -  ri  -  flee 
and    op-pressed, 
ach  -  ing   eyes, 


Take  thou  this  heart   of     mine,  My      Lord  and 
Be   -   fore  thy  throne  will  rise     And   plead  for 
O      Friend  of    all     the    best.   To       thee    I 
With    joy  and  glad  sur- prise,  Their  weep-ing 


King. 

me. 

come. 

cease. 
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No.  16. 

Fannv  J.  Crosby. 


Blessed  Assurance. 


Mrs.  Joseph.  F.  Knapp. 


:*n*: 


1.  Bless-  ed    as  -  sur  -  ance,  Je  -  sus  is 

2.  Per  -  feet  sub-  mis  -  sion,  per-  feet  de 

3.  Per  -  feet  sub- mis -sion,  all     is    at 


iff  F  f.\f:rt  f.  Hfcf: 


mine !  O,    wbat  a     fore  -  taste  of 
light,  Vis-  ions  of     rap  -  ture  now 
rest,      I        in   my   Sav  -  iour  am 


£=£=- 


t^t 


glo  -  ry  di  -  vine!  Heir  of  sal  -  va  -  tion,  pur-chase  of  God, 
burst  on  my  sight.  An  -  gels  de  -  scend  -  ing,  bring  from  a  -  bove, 
hap  -  py  and     blest.    Wateh-ing  and  wait  -  ing,    look-  ing  a  -  bove, 
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Born      of    his   Spir  -  it,  wash'd  in   his  blood. 

Ech  -  oes   of    mer  -  cy,  whis-pers    of  love 

Filled  with  his  good-ness,  lost    in     his  love 

-    A. 
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•1 


This  is     my  sto  -  ry, 
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this  is    my  song,    Praising  my   Sav-iour   all  the  day  long;   This  is  my 
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sto  -  ry,  this  is    my  song,  Praising  my  Sav  -  iour    all  the  day  long. 


^L.    J. 


9"++ — v-*— *-* — »—  -# — ii 


-,«-      -t«-    -*-•   -*-• 


J. 


L-+t— »- 


m  '  r 


— r~ 

Copyright,  1873,  by  Jos.  F.  Knapp     Used  by  per. 


3s£e 


0^-*—r 


1 )- 


18 


No.  17.      Sweet  Peace  is  My  Portion. 


E.  E.  Hewitt. 


Wm.  J.  KlRKPATRICK. 
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1.  Sweet  peace   is   ray  por-tion,  my  gift  from  a-bove,  Sweet  peace  in   my 

2.  I'm      trust-  ing  his  keeping,  on  life's  checkered  road,  I  praise  him  for 

3.  All     praise,  blessed  Sav-iour,  all  praise  to  thy  grace,  My  Light  in    the 

-*_* ^_h« p     £     J  ■    y    ,, £ — fc_ 
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Sav-iour,  re  -  ceiv  -  ing  his  love;  He  died  to  re-deem  me,  he 
bless-ing  so  free  -  ly  be-stowed  ;  In  faith,  pure  and  child-like,  still 
dark-ness,  my  Strength  in    the      race;  With  joy  -  ful  thanksgiv-ing     thy 
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liv  -  eth  on  high,  And  gra-cious- ly  saves  me,  as  moments  pass  by. 
may  I  a  -  bide,  And  find,  as  I  jour-ney,  sweet  peace  at  his  side, 
prom-ise    I    see,  "All  things  work  to-geth- er      for  good"  un  -  to     me. 
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Peace,    peace,  looking  above,  Peace,     peace,  trusting  his  love,  Peace,  peace, 
Peace,  sweet  peace,  Peace,  blessed  peace,  Peace,  sweet  peace, 
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noth-ing  can  harm,  Leaning  on  his    bo-som,  And  rest-ing  on  his  arm. 
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No,  18,     Make  Me  a  Blessing  To-day. 


Ida  Scott  Taylor. 


W,  H.  Doane. 


1.  O        soft  -  ly  the  Spir  -  it      is    whisp'ring  to   me,  With  ten  -  der  com - 

2.  Some  heart  may  be  long-ing    for     on  -  ly      a   word,  Whose  love  by  the 

3.  Some  soul    may  be  plunged  in  the  darkest     de-spair,  Whose  shadows  would 

4.  Come   all      ye  that   la  -  bor,   ye    wea-  ry    and  worn, Come  ye     who  in 
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£=&* 


pas  -  sion,  with   pit  -  y   ■    ing    plea;     I        hear    his     be-seech-ing,  and 
Spir  -  it      is     quickened   and  stirred;  Now  grant,  bless-ed   Sav-iour,  this 
melt   in     the    sun- light    of  pray'r;   O        give     me,  dear  Sav-iour,    I 
sor  -  row    or      sin-  ful- ness  mourn ;  With  me     this     pe  -  ti  -  tion   to 
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earn-est  -  ly   pray   That    Je  -  sus  will 
serv-  ice     to     me,    Of      speaking     a 
hum-bly    im-  plore,  The   sweet  con-so  • 
Je  -  sns    con-vey:   O       make  me     a 

...     J      .     £_*    . 


r" 


make  me   a      bless-ing    to  -  day. 

com  -  fort-ing   mes-sage  for  thee. 

la  -  tion  that  soul   to     re-  store, 

bless-  ing,dear  Sav-iour,  to  -  day. 
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Chorus. 


Lord,  make ....    me  a  blessing  to-day, 
Lord,  make  me  a  blessing, 


A  blessing  to  some  one,  I  pray; 

I  pray , 


m^ 


In  all  that  I    do,    in  all  that  I     say, 
P— P     P     P P-rP P—P 


O  make  me  a  blessing  to  -  day. 
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No.  19.       Tell  of  the  Love  of  Jesus. 


Jav 

ES    ROWE. 
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D.  B.  Towner. 
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1.  Out 

2.  Out 

3.  Down 

4.  Out 
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spair, 

sin, 

Tell    of   the 
Tell    of    the 
Tell    of    the 
Tell    of   the 
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love 
love 
love 
love 
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of 
of 
of 


V    U  1/1/ 

Je    -    sus;     Ev    -    er     it    com-forts  and   makes  the  soul  glad; 
Je    -    sus;     Tell    how  it  sweet-ens  and   bright-ens  your  life; 
Je    -    siis;     Say      he     is    long- ing  their     sor-rowa  to  share; 
Je    -    sus;     Help  some  poor  sin  -  ner    sal  -    va-tiou    to    win; 
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Chorus. 

IN 
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Tell  of  the  love 
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Je  -  sus.      Tell  of    it,  sing    of    it      ev  -  'ryhour; 
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Tell      of  its  sweetness  and  sing      of   its  pow'r,    O    what  a   bless-  ing  to 
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oth  -  ers    you'll    be,      If  you'll  tell      of    the     love 
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No.  20. 

Winfield  S.  Davis 


Jesus  Unerring  Pilot. 


*=a 


Jno.  R.  Swenev 


L# 0 — 0 0 — C0-±—0 — 0—1 


1.  Je  -  sus  un  -  err 

2.  Je  -  sus  un  -  err 

3.  Je  -  sus  un  -  err 

4.  Je  -  sus  un  -  err 


ing  Pi 

ing  Pi 

ing  Pi 

ing  Pi 


lot,  life's  sea    is   rough  and  wide,    I 
lot,  sometimes  long  are    the  nights,  Yet 
lot,    to    thee   is  known  the     way,    To 
lot,    no  hoat  how-ev    -    er  tossed,  With 
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need  thy  constant  pres-ence,    I    need    a  faith-ful    guide;   I        see    the 
thro' the  gathered  dark-ness,    I     see    thedis-tant   lights;   I  know  where 
thee    ap-pear  the  dan  -  gers,  thou  canst  all  fears  al  -  lay.       The  rocks  may 
thee,  can  in    the   bil  -  lows    or     on  the  rocks  be     lost;       Be  -  side   the 
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— * m — »■ 

—I F H 
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surg  -  ing  wa-  ters  thro'  which  my  bark  must  go,  But  O  my  Lord!  with 
they  are  burn  -  ing  no  tempests  ev  -  er  sweep,  And  that  O  Lord!  with 
line  the  o  -  cean,  washed  by  its  whitened  foam,  But  O  my  Lord!  with 
peace-ful    hav  -  en,    be-yond  the  breakers'   roar,  O  mighty  Lord!  with 
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Chorus. 
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thee  on  board,  I'll  safe-ly  cross  I  know, 
thee  on  board,  I'll  safe-ty  cross  the  deep, 
thee  on  board,  I'll  safe-ly  reach  my  home, 
thee  on  board,  I'll  reach  the  heav'nly  shore. 
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Jesus  un-  err- ing  Pi  -  lot, 
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Jesus  Unerring  Pilot.— Concluded. 
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cross  life's  stormy   sea;  Blest  with  thy  gracious  presence, tho'  the  voyage  be 
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rough  and  dark,  My  soul  shall  peaceful  be,    My  soul  shall  peaceful  be. 


m 


X 


x  ix-f 


Wc*: 


No.  21. 


The  Music  of  the  Story. 


Frank  M.  Davis. 


1.  Sing  of    Je   -   sus   and  his  glo  -  ry,  He  who  rules  and  reigns   a-  bove; 

2.  Sing  of    him   who  changes   nev  -  er,  He  who  is       the   sin-ner's  friend ; 

3.  May  the  sto  -  ry  sweet  and  ten-der,  Find  an  ech  -   o     in      each  heart; 
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There  is  mu  -  sic 
Sing  the  sto  -  ry, 
May  each  voice  his 


*% 


in  the  sto  -  ry  Of  his  sweet  re-deem-ing  love, 
sing  it  ev  -  er,  May  its  mu  -  sic  have  no  end. 
prais-  es   ren  -  der,     From  his  love  may  none  de-  part. 
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D.S. — Sing  it   here  and 
Chorus 
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sing  it   yon  -  der,    While   e  -  ter  -  nal    a  -  ges    roll. 
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O    the  mu  -  sic 
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of        the    sto  -  ry,  How  it   thrills  my   rap-tured  soul! 
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No.  22.     In  the  Shadow  of  the  Rock. 


Dr.  H.  Bonar. 


H.  N.  Lincoln. 
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* c     rrrr 

1.  In     the     shad-ow      of     the  rock    let    me   rest, (let  me  rest, )  When  I 

2.  On    the  parch 'd  and  cles-ert  way  where   I  tread,  (where  I  tread,) With  the 

3.  I        in     peace  will  rest  me  here    till      I    see,    ( till     I    see )  That  the 
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feel      the     tem-pest's  shock    thrill   my   breast,  (thrill  my  breast,)All  in 

scorch-ing   -noon -tide     ray       o'er     my    head,   (o'er  my   head,)Let  me 

skies      a  -  gain     are     fair        o   -    ver      me,     (  o  -  ver      me )  That  the 
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vain  the  storm  shall  sweep  while  I  hide,  (while  I  hide,)  And  my 
find  a  ■  wel  -  come  shade,  cool  and  still,  (  cool  and  still,)  And  my 
burn  -  ing   heats    are     past      aud      the  day,  ( and    the    day,)  Bids    the 
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Chorus. 
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In  the  shadow    of    the 
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wea  -  ry 
trav  -  el  • 


VT 

vig  -  ll    keep,    by  thy  side,  (by  thy  side.) 
steps  be  stay'd    by  thy  will,  (by 
•  er      at    last      go    his  way.  (go 


thy  side.)  1 
thy  will.)  j- 
his  way.)  J 
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rock  let    me    rest,    In     the  shadow    of    the  rock  let    me    rest;  When  I 
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Ill  the  Shadow  of  the  Rock. — Concluded. 
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feel  the  tempest's  shock  thrill  my  breast,  In  the  shadow  of  the  rock  let  me  rest 
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No.  23. 


Hide  Me. 


Fanny  J.  Crosby. 


-V— I 


W.  H.  Doane. 


1.  Hide  me,  O     my  Sav  -  iour,  hide      me    In        thy      ho  -    ly     place; 

2.  Hide  me, when  the  storm  is     rag  -   ing  O'er    life's  troub  -  led      sea; 

3.  Hide  me,  when  my  heart  is    break  -  ing  With     its  weight    of      woe; 


— ©>- 


:t= 


=  =£ 


# •-■=— 0 — a 0 ^£2-= 1 


Rest-ing  there  beneath  thy  glo  -  ry,  O  let  me  see  thy  face. 
Like  a  dove  on  o  -  cean's  bil  -  lows,  O  let  me  fly  to  thee. 
When  in  tears  I  seek     the  com  -  fort   Thou  canst  a-  lone     be  -  stow. 


-% Lf 0--—0 — 0 ^ 


Ifr 


Hide  me,       hide  me,  O      bless-ed  Sav  -  iour,  hide     me; 

Hide  mc,   hide    me,  safe  -  ly     hide    me, 
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Sav-  iour,  keep  me 

O,     my    Sav -iour,    keep  thou    me, 
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Safe  -  ly,    O  Lord,  with      thee. 
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No.  24.    I  will  Sing  the  Wondrous  Story. 

Ps.  1 :  89. 
-I PS ^ ^-ra 1 


F.  H.  Rawley. 
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Peter  Bilhorn. 
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1 

1.  I     will  sing   the  wond'rous  sto- ry, 

2.  I     was  lost,  but  Je-  sus  found  me, 

3.  I     was  bruised,  but  Jesus  healed  me, 

4.  Days  of  darkness  still  come  o'er  me, 

5.  He  will  keep  me  till    the    riv  -  er, 
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Of  the  Christ  who  died  for  me, 
Found  the  sheep  that  went  astray, 
Faint  was  I  from  many  a  fall, 
Sor-row's  paths  I  oft  -  en  tread, 
Eolls  its  wa  -  ters  at   my    feet; 
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How  he  left  his  home  in  glo  -  ry, 
Threw  his  lov  -  ing  arms  a-round  me, 
Sight  was  gone,  and  fears  possessed  me, 


?  -      -       -       i 

For  the  cross  of  Cal  -  va  -  ry. 
Drew  me  back  "in  -  to  his  way. 
But   he  freed  me  from  them  all. 


But    the   Sav  -  iour  still   is  with  me,     By    his   hand  I'm  safe  -  ly     led. 
Then  he'll  bear  me  safe  -  ly     o  -  ver,     Where  the  loved  ones  I  shall  meet. 
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Chorus.  3 
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Yes,    I'll     sing the  wondrous  sto  ry  Of 

Yes,  I'll  sing  the  wondrous  sto  -  ry, 


the 
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Christ who  died  for  me, Sing  it  with ....  the  saints  in 

Of  the  Christ  who  died  for  me,  sing  it  with 
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glo     -     -      ry,      Gathered  by the  crys-tal  sea. 

the  saints  in  glo- ry,  gathered  by  the  the  crys- 
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No.  25. 


Sunlight. 


J. 

W.  Van  De  Ve 

NTER. 

W.  S,  Weeden. 
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1.  I           wan-dered  in 

the  shades  of  night 

Till  Je  -  sus  came  to   me, 

2.  Tho'  clouds  may  gath 

-  er      in 

the   sky, 

And  bil-lows  round  me  roll, 

3.   While  walk-  ing      in 

the  light 

of    God, 

I      sweet  commun-ion  find; 

4.  I          cross   the   wide 

ex  -  tend 

-  ed  fields, 

I       jour- ney  o'er   the  plain, 

5.  Soon       I     shall    see 

him    as 

he      is, 

The  Light  that  came  to  me, 
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And  with    the   sun  -  light  of      his  love  Bid    all     my  dark-ness  flee. 

How- ev  -    er   dark     the  world  may  be  I've  sun-light  in     my  soul. 

I       press  with   ho   -   ly    vig  -  or    on,  And  leave  the  world  be-hiud. 

And    in       the  sun -light  of     his  love  I       reap  the  gold -en  grain. 

Be  -  hold    the  bright-ness  of     his  face,  Thro'out     e  -  ter  -  ni  -  ty. 
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Sunlight,  sunlight   in    my  soul  to-  day,  Sun-light,  sun-light 

J     to-day,  yes, 
.-*- 
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all       a  -  long    the  way;  Since  the  Sav  -  iour  found    me, 

nar  -  row  way ; 
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took  a- way  my  sin,  I  have  had  the  sunlight  of   his  love  with-in. 

load  of  sin, 
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No.  26.      You  May  Haye  the  Joybells. 


J.  Edw.  Ruark. 
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Wm.  J.   KlRKPATRICK. 
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You  may  have  the  joy- bells  ring-ing   in  your  heart,  And  a  peace  that 

Love   of    Je  -  sus  in      its  ful-ness  you  may  know,  And  this  love   to 

You  will  meet  with  tri-als  as  you  journey  home,   Grace  suf-fi-cient 

Let  your  life  speak  well  of  Je  -  sus   ev  -  'ry   day,    Own  his  right   to 
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from   you  nev  -  er    av ill     de  -  part;  Walk  the  straight  and  narrow  way, 

those    a-round  you  sweet-ly    show;  Words  of  kind-ness  al  -  ways  say, 

he      will  give     to     o  -   yer-come;  Tho'    un-seen   by  mor  -  tal    eye, 

ev  -    'ry   serv  -  ice  you    can     pay;  Sin  -  ners  you  can  help     to   win' 
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Live   for  Je-sus  ev-'ry  day,  He  will    keep  the  joy  bells 

Deeds  of  mercy  do  each  day,  Then  he'll  keep  the  joybells 

He    is  with  you  ever  nigh,  And  he'll  keep  the  joybells 

If  your  life  is  pure  and  clean,  And  you  keep  the  joybells 


ringing 
ringing 
ringing 
ringing 


m  your 
in  your 
in  your 
in  your 


heart, 
heart, 
heart, 
heart. 


Joy        -        -        bells  ringing  in  your  heart,  Joy 

Ringing    in   your  heart,  You   may  have   the  joy 


bells 

bells 
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ringing   in  your  heart;  Take  the  Saviour  here  below,  With 
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You  May  Hare  the  Joyfoells.— Concluded. 
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where  you  go,      He   will  keep  the  joy  -  bells  ring-ing     in   your  heart. 
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No.  27. 


0  Refuge  Sweet. 
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Aratus  M.  Deuel. 


Psa.  9 :  9. 
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Chas.  Edw.  Pollock. 
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1.  Like  Noah's  clove,  I  found  no  rest    Out-side  the  Ark,  unsaved,  unblest, 

2.  As    to    the  Ark   the  dove  did  fly    For  rest  and  safe  -  ty,   so  did     I; 

3.  Now  safe  in  him,  tho'  storms  a-rise,  And  darkness  seem  to  veil  the  skies ; 

4.  Within  the  Ark — 'twere  death  outside — I  dwell  secure,  and  sat-  is  -  lied ; 
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But  when  a  -  way  on  sin's  deep  sea, 
My  wea  -  ry  soul  found  refuge  there, 
Sweet  peace  is  mine,  I  trust  his  care 
My   soul   is    safe   from  all   a-larms, 

^    *     J 
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A  sweet  voice  said, ' '  Come  unto  me. ' ' 
Where  Jesus  waits  to  answer  pray'r. 
Whose  mercies  now  enclose  me  there. 
Up-held  by  "  Ev  -  er-last-ing  arms. " 
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O  refuge  sweet,  on   Je-sus'  breast, 


In  him   a  -  lone    is    per-fect  rest; 
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Fromev-'ry    fear   and  sin  set  free,  Dear  Saviour,  let    me  rest  in  thee. 
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No.  28. 

Fanny  J.  Crosby. 


Trusting  and  Hoping. 
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1.  I  am  re  -  joic  -  ing,  trusting  and  hop  -  ing,  Looking  to     Je  -  sus, 

2.  I  am  re  -  joic  -  ing,  trusting  and  hop  -  ing;  He     is    my  Sav  -  iour; 

3.  I  am  re  -  joic  -  ing,  trusting  and  hop-  ing;  In-  to  the  man-sions 
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he  whis  -  pers 
me  gen  -  tly 
re  -  ceive    me 


Sav  -  iour  di  -  vine;.  He  is  my  ref  -  uge;  soft-ly 
what  shall  I  fear?  He  like  a  shep-herd  lead-eth 
wait  -  ing    a  -  hove,        Clothed  in  his  brightness,  he  will 
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"  I  have  redeemed  thee,child,thou  art  mine."  ") 
Close  by  the  wa  -  ters  flow-iug  so      clear.  >•        I 
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Heir  to  his  king-dom,  child  of   his     lov< 
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ing, 
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I    will  re-joice. 


r* 
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ing,    Trusting  and  hop 


ing       all  the  day 
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ev  -  er    re-joice, 


Trusting 


in  hope 
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all      the  day, 
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Look-ing    to       Je 
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sus,         on  -  ly     to 
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all     the      day    long; 
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Look  -  ing     to     him, 
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Trusting  and  Hoping.— Concluded. 


f 


i 


* 


=t 


3=2 


^^t 


1 


Je  sus;      He    is     my      ref  -  uge,  com-fort,  and      song. 
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on  -   ly       to     him ; 


No.  29. 

Flora  Kirkland. 


Jesus  All  the  Way. 


W.  S.  Weeden. 
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1.  I     am  walking  thro'  this  earth-life,  Oft  -  en  wea  -  ry,    oft  -  en      sad ; 

2.  I     am  trav'ling    to      a      cit  -  y      Where  the  light  is  nev  -  er     dim, 

3.  I     am  look-ing  for     re  -  demption    Thro'  the  mer-its    of    my  King; 
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But  my  Sav-iour  walk-eth  with  me, 
And  my  Sav-iour  leads  so  gen  -  tly, 
Bless-  ed  beams  of   free    sal  -  va  -  tion 

,r  t-  f 
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And  his  presence  makes  me  glad. 
It  is  sweet  to  walk  with  him. 
Shine  a  -  bout  me     as      I      sing. 
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Chorus. 
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And   he  whispers  thro'  life's  shadows, 


'  Do  not  tremble,     I     am  near!  " 
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No.  30. 

Fanny  J.  Crosby. 


K 


Draw  Me  Fearer. 


W.  H.  Doane. 


* 


1.  I  am  thine,    O     Lord, 

2.  Con  -  se-  crate    me     now 

3.  O        the  pure     de  -  light 

4.  There  are  depths  of     love 


--  -         -*-        -0-  -        9— 

I    have  heard  thy  voice,  And    it    told  thy 

to     thy  serv  -  ice,  Lord, By     the  pow'r  of 

of      a     sin  -  gle  hour  That  be  -  fore  thy 

that    I     can  -  not  know  Till     I    cross  the 


J^E 


tp£ 


i 


*£ 


r 


t=(E 


-i [ 


s 


=F=*=4 


-&nr4- 


-4 


m 


~t 


-W^r 


I 

love  to  me;  But  I  long  to  rise  in  the  arms  of  faith, 
grace  di  -  vine;  Let  my  soul  look  up  with  a  stead -fast  hope, 
throne  I  spend,  When  I  kneel  in  pray'r,  and  with  thee,  my  God, 
nar    -    row     sea,     There  are  heights  of      joy     that    I     may   not   reach, 
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And    be    clos  -  er  drawn    to      thee. 

And  my   will     be  lost      in     thine. 

I       com-mune   as  friend  with  friend. 

Till     I     rest     in  peace  with   thee. 


Draw  me  near 
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near  •  er,      near  -  er, 
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near-  er,  bless-  ed  Lord,    To    the  cross  where  thou   hast  died;     Draw  me 
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near-er,  near-er,  nearer,blessed  Lord,To  thy  precious,  bleeding  side. 
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No.  31. 


Jesus  Understands! 


WM.  J.  KlRKPATRICK. 
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1.  Bow'd  beneath  your  burden,  is  there  none  to  share?  Wea-ry  with  the 

2.  Ev  -  'ry  heav-  y    bur-deii  he  will  glad  -  ly    share,  Are  you  sad   and 

3.  Tho'  temptation  meet  you,  Je-sus   can     sus  -  tain,     Life  has  vex  -  ing 

4.  Wea-ry  heart,  he  calls  you,  "Come  to  me  and  rest,"  Does  the  path  grow 

JL     JL     JL     *.     JL     *-  JL      JL        .0.        up. 
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jour-ney,    is  there  none 


wea  -  ry  ?  Je  -  sus  has 
problems  which  he  can 
rug-ged?yet  his    way 


to  care  ? 
a  care ; 
ex  -  plain; 
is      best: 


Cour-age,  way-worn  trav  -  'ler, 
Well  he  knows  the  path  -  way 
Serve  him  where  he  sends  you 
Leave  the    unknown  fu  -   ture 

t 


[  your  Lord's  com-mands,  There's  a  tho't  to  cheer  you,  Je-sus  understands, 
o'er  life's  burning  sands,  Courage,  fainting  pil-grim,  Je-sus  understands, 
though  in  distant  lands,  Do  not  doubt  or  ques-tion,  Je-sus  understands, 
in    the  Master's  hands,  Whether  sad    or    joy  -  ful,    Je-sus  understands. 
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D.  8. — in  the  Master's  hand,  Whether  sad    or    joy -ful,    Je-sus  understands. 


Chorus. 
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Yes,  he    tin-  der-stands,  All  his  ways  are   best.  Hear,  he 

O    yes,  O  hear, 
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calls   to    you,  "Come  to    me   and  rest. "  Leave  the  unknown  fu  -  ture 
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No.  32.         More  Holy  Would  I  Be. 


Fanny  J.  Crosby. 
Gently. 


W.   H.    DOANE. 


UNjJflW^fcfrjH  iftfe^ 


1.  O      to  be    gen -tie   and    ho-  ly,     Bless-ed    Re-deem-er    like  thee, 

2.  O      to   be    gen  -  tie  and    ho  -  ly,     Pa-  tient,  sub-  mis-sive  and  meek, 

3.  O      to   be    gen  -  tie   and    ho  -  ly,     Al  -  ways   a-bound-ing    in  love, 
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O    that  mine  eyes  may  be      o-  pened,  More  of     thy  beau-  ty     to   see. 
Ten-der,  for  -  giv  -  ing  and  watch-ful,  On  -  ly     thy   glo  -  ry     to   seek. 
Looking  a  -  way     to    the  man  -  sion  Thou  art   pre  -  par  -  ing    a  -  bove. 


cat 


-t— i 


rrw 


:ft=U— I— U 


-» — » — m- 


■*— N- 


j- P.— I * j— ft-H- 


*=i=a( 


e 


O  to  be  gen  -  tie  and  ho  -  ly,  Dai  -  ly  thine  im-  age  to  bear, 
Toil  -  ing  but  nev  -  er  re  -  pin  -  ing,  Faith-f  ul  -  ly  bear-ing  my  part, 
Counting  each  tri  -  al      a    bless-  ing,  Trust-ing  what-ev  -  er      be  -  fall, 


Then  from  the  wiles  of  the  temp 
Je  -  sus  my. bless-ed  Re- deem 
This  is  my  earn-  est  en  -  deav 
-0-     -»-  . 


er    I       shall   be   safe    in    thy  care. 
er,  This    is    the  pray  'r  of    my  heart, 
or,  Je  -   sus   my  Ref-uge,  my   All. 
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Ho       -        ly,  more  ho 

Ho-ly,  more  ho    -    ly,   Holy,  more  ho 


ly,    O      still ....  would  I      be, 

ly,  Blessed  Redeemer,     O    still  would  I  be, 
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More  Holy  Would  I  Be.— Concluded. 
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Fill with  thy  Spir    -     it,      And  draw  me  clos-er      to    thee. 

Fill  with  thy  Spirit,      O      fill  with  thy  Spirit, 
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No.  33. 
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What  Have  I  Done? 


Frank  M.  Davis. 


-•-       -0-  •  -•- 

1.  What  have  I   done  for  Je  -   sus,  Who      did    so  much  for  me; 

2.  What  have  I   done  for  Je  -  sus,  Who    gave   his   life  that       I 

3.  What  have  I   done  for  Je  -   sus,  Wild  keeps  me  day  by  day? 
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Who  fills  my  soul  with  glad-ness,  And  sets  my  spir  -  it  free? 
Might  know  the  pow'r  of  par-  don,  Its  joys  that  nev  -  er  die? 
The    source  of    all      my    com  -  fort,  My  Light, my  Strength, my  Stay. 
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Chorus. 
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What  have  I  done,  what  have 


I  done,    O  Christ  my  Lord     for     thee  ? 


z± 


t=- 


I 


r 


<* 


S=* 


i-J: 

Thou  who  hast  been  my     all 
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in  all,    And  done  so  much  for     me. 


0 


Be 


:£=*: 


-&H 


fcfc 


Copyright,  1904,  by  W.  H.  Doane. 


35 


No.  34.    There's  a  Story  Sweet  and  True. 


Mrs.  W.  T.  Morris. 


WlU.  J.   KlRKPATRICK. 
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1.  There's  a    sto-ry  sweet  and  true,  Tho' 'tis  old,  'tis  ev-ernew;  'Tis   the 

2.  Yes,     I'll   tell   it  o'er  and  o'er,  Tell   it   now  and  ev  -  er  more,  For   the 

3.  When  my  life   is   end  -  ed  here,  As      I  reach  the  portals  there,  And  the 
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sto  -   ry  of  my  Saviour  and  his  love;    How  he  hung  up- on  the  tree,  Ev  -  en 
story  of  my  Saviour  ne'er  grows  old ;  How  he  cleansed  me  from  all  sin, Made  me 
loved  ones  who  have  gone  before  I  greet:  I  shall  tell  them  of  his  love,  How  he 


1/  1/ 

died     for  you  and   me,    To  pre-pare  us  for  his  glorious  realms  a- bove. 

white  and  pure  with-in;    'Tis  the  dearest,  sweetest  sto  -  ry    ev  -  er    told, 

brought  me  safe  a  -  bove,  To  his    glo-ry  will   I    tell  the  sto-ry  sweet. 
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O     re- peat  it  o'er  and  o'er,  Some  have  nev-er  heard   be-fore   How  that 
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Jesus  for  us  suffered, bled  and  died ;  'Tis  a  theme  that  ne'er  grows  old, Sweetest 
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There's  a  Story  Sweet  and  True. — Concluded. 
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sto-ry    ev-er  told,  'Tis  the  sto-ry   of     our   Sav-iour  cru  -  ci  -  fied. 
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No.  35.     He  Gave  His  Life  For  Thee. 


Fanny  J.  Crosby. 


W.  H.  Doane. 


1.  O  soul   from  Cal-v'ry's  cross!  A  voice     is        call  -  ing  tliee, 

2.  They  nailed  him    to      the  cross,   With  thorns  they  pierced  his  hrow, 
3. '"Tis  done,    my  work     is   o'er;"  O  hear    his       bit  -  ter    cry, 
4.    He          died    but  lives     a -gain;    O          bless- ed     truth     di-vine! 
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voice  of        him      who  died  To 

come  in       faith        a  -  lone,  And 

shook  the      tremb  -  ling  earth,  And 

him  e     -     ter  -   nal      joy  May 
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free, 
now. 
sky. 

thine! 
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Chorus.  Slower 
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He   gave  his    life   for  thee,  He   gave  his    life  for    me, 

He  gave  he   gave 
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And     still  in  pa  -  tient  love,    He  pleads    now  with  thee. 

And  still       in  T"> 
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No.  36.       Keep  Your  Heart  Singing. 


Chas.  H.  Gabriel. 
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1.  We  may  light-en  toil  and  care,  Or     a    heav  -  y  bur-den  share,  With     a 

2.  If      his   love    is    in   the  soul,  And  we  yield    to  his  con-trol,  Sweetest 

3.  How  a  word  of  love  will  cheer,  Kin-die  hope,  and  ban-ish  fear,  Soothe  a 


word,  a  kind-ly  deed,  or  sun  -  ny  smile;  We  may  gir-  die  day  and  night, 
rau  -  sic  will  the  lone-ly  hours  be-guile;  We  may  drive  the  clouds  away, 
pain,   or  take  a  -  way  the  sting   of  guile;     O  how  much  we  all  may   do, 
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With  a  ha  -  lo  of  de-light,  If  we  keep  our  hearts  singing  all  the  while. 
Cheer  and  bless  the  darkest  day,  If  we  keep  our  hearts  singing  all  the  while. 
In    the  world  we  travel  thro',  If  we  keep  our  hearts  singing  all  the  while. 
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D.S. — If  we  keep  our  hearts  singing  all  the  while. 
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Keep  your  heart  singing  all  the  while, Make  the  world  brighter  with  a 

sing  -  ing,  singing  all  the  while ;  bright-er, 
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smile, Keep  the  song  ringing!  lone-ly  hours  we  may  be-guile, 

brighter  with  a  smile, 
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tfo.  37. 


To  God  be  the  Glory. 


W.   H.  DOANE. 


1.  To     God      be  the  glo  -  ry,  great  things  he  hath  done,    So  loved  he  the 

2.  O       per-  feet  re-demption,  the  purchase   of  blood,    To    ev  - 'ry  be- 

3.  Great  things  he  hath  taught  us,  great  things  he  hath  done,    And  great  our  re- 


world  that  he  gave    us    his      Son,  Who  yield  -  ed    his    life    an  a  - 

liev  -   er    the  prom  -ise    of      God;  The     vil    -    est    of-  fend  -  er  who 

joic  -  ing  thro'  Je  -  sus   the     Son;  But    pur  -  er,   and  high -er,  and 
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tone-ment  for    sin,    And    o-pened  the  Life-gate  that  all  may  go 

tru  -  ly      believes,  That  moment  from  Je  -  sus     a     par-don  receives. 

great- er    will     be     Our  won-der,  our  transport,  when  Je-sus  we    see. 
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Je  -  sus    the   Son,  And  give  him  the  glo-ry,  great  things  he  hath  done 
Chorus.  n 
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Praise  the   Lord,   praise   the   Lord,      Let     the   earth  hear   his     voice; 


Praise  the  Lord,   praise  the  Lord,     Let   the  peo  -  pie 


re  - joice;     O 
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No.  38.    There  is  Power  in  the  Blood. 
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1.  Would  you  be  free  from  your  bur-deu   of   sin  ?  There's  paw 

2.  Would  you  be  free  from  your  passion  and  pride  ?  There's  pow 

3.  Would  you  be  whit-er,  much  whiter  than  snow  ?  There's  pow 

4.  Would  you  do  serv  -  ice   for   Je-sus  your  King?  There's  pow 
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pow'r  in  the  blood;  Would  you  o'er  e  -  vil  a  vie  -  to  -  ry  win? 
pow'r  in  the  blood;  Come  for  a  cleans -ing  to  Cal  -  va-ry's  tide, 
pow'r  in  the  blood;  Sin  -  stains  are  lost  in  its  life -giv- ing  flow, 
pow'r    in     the  blood;  Would  you  live   dai  -  ly     his  prais  -  es     to    sing? 
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There's  won- der-ful  pow'r  in     the  blood.  There  is    pow'r,  pow'r, 

There  is  pow'r, 
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wonder- working  pow'r  In  the  blood  of    the  Lamb;  There  is 

In  the  blood  of  the  Lamb  ; 

-P — P — ft — ft — ft . #-a_#_#— — _. ft-i-a—ft — « — f- 


=4=d 


In  the  precious  blood  of  the  Lamb. 
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pow'r,        pow'r,  wonder-working  pow'r  In  the  precious  blood  of  the  Lamb. 
There  is  pow'r, 
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No.  39. 


H.  L.  Edmunds. 


The  Very  Same  Jesus. 


1  This  same  Jesus." — Acts  1 :  2. 


WM.  J.   KlRKPATRICK. 
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1.  Come,  sin-ners,   to    the      Liv-  ing  One,     He's  just  the  same  Je  -  sus, 

2.  Come,  feast  up  -  on    the    "  living  bread, "  He's  just  the  same  Je-sus, 

3.  Come,  tell  him    all  your  griefs  and  fears,    He's  just  the  same  Je  -  sus, 

4.  Come   'un  -  to    him   for    clear- er   light,   He's  just  the  same  Je-sus, 
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As  when 

As  when 

As  when 

As  when 


he   raised  the     wid-ow'sson,      The  ver  -  y  same 

the    mul  -  ti  -  tudes  he   fed,      The  ver  -  y  same 

he    shed  those    lov  -  ing  tears,     The  ver  -  y  same 

he    gave    the  blind  their  sight,  The  ver  -  y  same 


Je  -  sus. 
Je  -  sus. 
Je  -  sus. 
Je  -  sus. 
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y     same      Je  -  sus,     The    won  -  der  -  work  -  ing      Je  -  sus; 
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O,   praise  his  name,  he's   just    the  same,  The  ver  -  y     same     Je  -  sus. 
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5  Calm  'midst  the  waves  of  trouble  be, 
He's  just  the  same  Jesus, 
As  when  he  hushed  the  raging  sea, 
The  very  same  Jesus. 
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6  Some  day  our  raptured  eyes  shall  see, 
He's  just  the  same  Jesus, 
O,  blessed  day  for  you  and  me! 
The  very  same  Jesus. 
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No.  40.     Life  through  the  Crucified  One. 


Ida  Scott  Taylor. 


£ 


=t 


W.   H.   DOANE. 
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1.  O     what   joy     the      be-liev-er  may  know,     In      remenib'ring  what 

2.  If      our   days    on     the  earth  have  been  long,     Or    our   jour  -  ney      is 

3.  Then  we'll  sing  of     the  good  -  ness    of    God,     From  the  dawn   to    the 
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Je  -  sus  has  done;  Tho'  in     sin    we   abound,  With  the  Lord  grace 
scarcely    be  -  gun,   With  the  Lord  as  our  light,  We  will  live    it 
set  -  ting  of     sun,  Till  the  whole  world  below  Shall  re  -  joic-ing 
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There  is   life  thro'  the  cru-ci-  fied  One. 
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There  is   life  thro'  the  cru-ci-  fled 
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One,  There  is   life  thro' the  cru-ci -fied  One;  If    a 

cru-ci -fied  One,  cru-ci -fied  One; 
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touch  he  will  give,  or  a  look,  we  may  live,  There  is  life  thro'  the  crucified  One. 


Copyright,  1899,  by  W.  H.  Doane 


No.  41.    I  Know  that  My  Redeemer  Liveth. 


Jessie  Brown  Pounds. 


J.  H.  Fillmore. 


1.  I  know  that  my  Redeemer   iiv  -   eth,  And   on    the    earth 

2.  I  know  his  promise  never    fail  -  eth,  The  word  he    speaks, 

3.  I'know  my  mansion  he  pre-par  -   eth,  That  where  he  is 

I^N    k.  And  on  the  earth 
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a  -  gain  shall  stand ;       I     know  e  -  ter-nal  life  he  giv  -  eth,  That 
it     can -not  die;  Tho' cru-el  death  my  flesh  assail- eth,  Yet 

there  I  may  be;  O  wondrous  thought, for  me  he  car-eth,  And 

A?ain  shall  stand  ;  r~\  .. 
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pow'r are    in     his    hand,  "j 

see him  by   and     by.      >  I  know,  I  know that  Je-sus 

last will  come  for     me.     J 

_,  I  know,  I  know. 

That  grace  and  pow  r 
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iiv  -  eth,  And  on  the     earth a-gain  shall  stand ;     I  know,  I 

■5  And  on  trie  earth, 
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know ....    that  life  he  giv-eth,  That  grace  and  pow'r .  .    are  in  his  hands 
I  know.  I  know  that  grace  and  pow'r 
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No.  42.     Sing  and  Pray,  All  the  Day. 


Bertha  C.  Mason. 


W.  H.  Doane. 


1.  Would  we  make  our      clu  -  ty    light,  Sing  and  pray,  all  the  day; 

2.  When  our     la  -  bor  weighs  us   down,  Sing  and  pray,  all  the  day; 

3.  Wea  -  ry     not,     O       wea  -  ry      not,  Sing  and  pray,  all  the  day ; 

4.  Look  -  ing    up       to      God     a  -  bove,  Sing  and  pray,  all  the  day ; 
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Thus  we  keep  the  prom  -  ise  bright, 
Bear  the  cross  and  win  the  crown, 
Joy  will  crown  each  rug  -  ged  spot, 
Work   for      him   with    pa  -  tient   love, 


That  hap  -  py  rest  will  come. 

That  bless  -  ed  rest  will  come. 

That  bless  -  ed  rest  will  come. 

That  bless  -  ed  rest  will  come. 
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Chorus. 
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Sing  -  ing     all     the  day,  Trust  -  inj 
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homeward  In    the     nar  -  row     way.  Cheer  the  work  with  pray'r  and 
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song, 
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Ev'ry  day,  sing  and  pray;  Labor  on,  'twill  not  be  long,  Happy  rest  will  come. 
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No.  43.       Peace  Through  the  Blood. 


E.  E.  Hewitt. 


A.  J.  Showalter. 
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1.  Come  while  God  is      call-ing,  hear  his  word   to-day, 

2.  Sink    the  past  for  -  ev  -  er  'neath  the  cleansing  tide, 

3.  Bless  -  ing  free  and  boundless  flow-ing  from     a  -  bove, 

4.  Tell     the  joy  -  ful     sto  -  ry    ev- 'ry- where  you    go, 


Peace  thro'  the 

Peace  thro'  the 

Peace  thro'  the 

Peace  thro'  the 
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of  the  cross 

of  the  cross 

of  the  cross 

of  the  cross 
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Take  the  gift  he    of-fers,  come  without  de- lay, 
Let  the  Ho  -  ly   Spir  -  it  in  your  heart  a  -  bide, 
Ev  -  er  -  last-ing  mer-  cy,  ev  -  er-  last  -  ing  love, 
Till  the  wide  world  over,ransom'd  souls  shall  know, 
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Chorus. 


Peace  thro'  the  blood  of   the  cross. 


Peace! wonder-ful 

Peace  !  wonderful  peace  ! 


peace 

Peace  !  wonderful  peace 
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Peace! wonder-ful    peace! 

Peace  !  wonderful  peace  !  Peace  !  wonderful  peace  ! 
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Peace  thro'  the  blood  of  the   cross; 
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Peace  thro'  the  blood  of  the  cros 
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No.  44. 


He  Saves  Me. 


J.  W.  Van  de  Venter. 


W.  S.  Weeden. 
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1.  The  dear  lov  -  ing  Sav-iour  has  found  me,  And  shattered  the  fetters  that 

2.  He  sought  me  so  long  e'er     I    kuew  him,  But     fi-nal-ly  winning  me 

3.  I       nev  -  er,    no,  nev  -  er  will  leave  him,  Grow  wea-ry   of  serv-  ice  and 

mm         --•--#--*--£--#-•-  m  -0- 
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bound  me,  Tho' all  was  con-fu-sion  a  -  round  me,  He  came  and 
to  him,  I  yield-ed  my  all  to  pur  -  sue  him,  And  asked  to 
grieve  him,  I'll    constant- ly  trust  and    be  -  lieve  him,  Re -main  in 


1/ 
spoke 
be 
his 


'  — 1^ • LA 


rr 
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peace  to  my  soul; 
filled  with  his  grace; 
pres-  ence    di  -  vine ; 

ft   £   ■£    <^ 


The  bless-  ed  Re-deem-  er  that  bought  me, 
Al-though  a  vile  sin  -  ner  be  -  fore  him, 
A  -   bid  -  ing    in   love   ev  -  er      flow  -  ing, 


In 

Thro' 
In 
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tt 
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ten  -  der-ness  con-stant-  ly  sought  me,  The  way  of  sal  -  va  - 
faith  I  was  led  to  im  -  plore  him,  And  now  I  re-  joice 
knowledge  and  grace  ev-er     grow -ing,    Con-  fid  -  ing  im-plic 


tion 
and 

-  it  - 


he 


taught  me,  And  made  my  heart  per-fect  -  ly      whole. 

dore     him,  Re-  stored  to     his    lov-  ing   em  -  brace.  \  He  saves 

know  -  ing  That  Je  -  sus   the  Sav-  iour   is      mine. 
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me, 
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he 


B 


He  Saves  Me.— Concluded. 


No.  45.         Love  My  Ransom  Paid. 


Fanny  J.  Crosby. 


Hubert  P.  Main. 
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1.  O    love,    a  -  maz-ing    love,  That  wounded  thou  should'st  be  For  my  trans- 

2.  Thou,  like  a  gen  -  tie  lamb,  Wast  to    the   slaughter   led,     My  guilt  -  y 

3.  The  law  my  soul  condemns,  I      have    no   ref  -  uge  there;  The  law  for 

4.  Yes,  'till  my  lat  -  est  hour,   And  with  my  lat  -  est   breath,  Thy  wondrous 
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Chokus. 
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gressions,  Lord,  And  sac  -  n  -  ficed  for    me 

sins  were    laid  Up  -  on   thy  guiltless  head.  [_  Love  my  ransom  paid, 

vengeance  calls,  ButMer-cy  cries  for  -  bear 


love    I'll    sing,   E'en  thro' the  gates  of  death. 
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ransom  paid, 
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Love  my  sor-row  bore,  Love  has  open'd  the  gate  of  life ;  That  Love  will  I  adore 
sorrow  bore, 
-»-   -»-    #-       -•-    -0-0-0-         .       »-    »-    m     _       m       m     „,       -f-     -0 
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No.  46.      Will  You  Come  to  the  Cross? 


Fanny  J.  Crosby. 


W.  H.  Doane. 


1.  O         burdened  soul  no      Ion-  ger  wait,  But  give  your  wand  'rings  o'er; 

2.  Be  -  hold     a  fountain  filled  with  blood,  He     o-penedlong   a    -     go; 

3.  Be  -  hold  a  straight  and  nar  -  row  path,  That  leads  to    end  -  less    day ; 

4.  Then  turn   to      him  in     sira  -  pie  faith,  Ac  -  cept  his  prom-ise     true; 


t= 
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^=^=t= 
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Now  hum-bly   kneel  at       Je  -  sus'   feet   And  slight  his  call   no  more. 

And  there  your  sins,  tho'   crim-son     red,  Shall   be     as  white  as  snow. 

O        seek    it      now  thro'  Christ  the  Lord,  There  is     no     otli  -  er  way. 

And      O!    be  -  lieve  with    all  your  heart  That    Je-sus  died  for  you. 
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Chorus. 
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Will  you  come     to      the  cross  Where  hap- py   you    may   be?  Will 

E 


you 
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come  to    the  cross,  His  blood  your  on  -ly  plea  ?  In    the  cross,  bless-ed  cross, 

j    is  j^j    £  +. •  ^.  ^..  ■#■>.    fs   i^       ..... 

t-j-j'^p--  !    il — i= — L,  L  L    (■    V  jg     ?•  %-$±- 

# — I h K — I \m » » »— — » — 0 h h-  -I h tf — I 


v—r- 


*=3= 


:f=t 


=t=l=F=l 


1 


Is    par-  don  full    and  free;  Will  you  come,    he    will  save    you    there  ? 
•   .  -P-    -*-     -(•-       -»- 
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No.  47. 


I  Want  to  Gro  There. 


H.  L. 


Harry  Loper. 
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1.  We  are  told  of    a  home  in 'that   cit  -  y     a -hove,  When  with  life  and  its 

2.  Since    here  God  has  called  me,  I' 11  stand  at  my  post,  And       do  what    he 

3.  Soon  this  brief  life  is  ended,  our  work  here  is  done,  For  the  days  are    so 

4.  There     none  but  the  pure  shall  that  cit-  y  be-hold ;  'Tis  the  home  of    the 

-»-•   -o-  -m- 
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cares  we  are  thro',  Where  the  walls  are  of  jas  -  per,  the  streets  are  of  gold 
gives  me  to  do,  For  the  thought  is  re-fresh-ing  as  homeward  I  look 
fleet- ing  and  few,  Where  lov'd  ones  have  gathered  no  death  ever  comes 
faith-fuland  true,  Where  the  Saviour  a    man-sion  for    me  has  prepared 


P'P    m    0—vP — P — P — P — P — *--.!      T- +=— P — , 
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Chorus. 


want  to  go  there,  don't  you  ? 


tt 


I       want  to  go  there,  don't  you?  I  T         ,    .  ,,  T         ,  ,         ,, 

.  ,    to    .  u      '  i      ,,J      0  y  1  want  to  go  there,  I  want  to  go  there, 
I       want  to  go  there,  don't  you?  j  &  >  &  > 

I    expect  to  go  there,  don't  you  ?  J 
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Where  lov'd  ones    are  wait -ing     in  that  home-laud  so     fair,  Where  there's 
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nev  -  er    a    tri-al,     a    sor  -  row  or  care,  I  want  to  go  there,  don't  you? 
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No.  48. 


I  Cannot  Let  Him  Go. 


Mrs.  S.  A.  Collins. 


W.  H.  Doane. 


1.  One    is   stand-ing  at   the  door,  Hear  him  knock,  knock, knock, O        my 

2.  Still   he  stand-eth  at   the  door,  Hear  him      call,     call,    call,    He      has 

3.  Yes,    he  stand-eth  at  the  door,  See     him     wait,   wait,  wait,   Will   he 


heart  wilt   thou   yield    or        no;      Shall     I      now     as    oft       be -fore, 
died      for     my     guilt   and      sin;     I  am  wea  -  ry    and  would  rest, 

leave    and     re  -  turn     no      more  ?  No,      that  gen  -  tie  voice     so    dear, 


& 


t 
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From   my  Sav  -  iour  close    the  door,    No,    I      can-  not      let     him     go. 
I  may  had      it      on      his  breast,  I      will  quick-ly       let      him     in. 

How      it  calms  my    ev  -  'ry    fear,    I      will      o  -  pen    now    the    door. 


f  :  1      I  =fc — * — « — *— p — * 
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He  stands          and  knocks,        No,  I  cannot    let  him  go,              Shall  I 

He  stands,               and  knocks,  let  him  go, 

,     ,     ,  £_  I I  ±±± 


now  as  oft  before, From  my  Saviour  close  the  door  ?  No,  I  cannot  let  him  go 
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No.  49. 


Our  Burden  Bearer. 


Duet. 


Amelia  M.  Starkweather. 
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1.  Cast  thy  care   up- on    the  Sav-iour,  He     will    all     thy  burdens  bear; 

2.  He     will  make  thy  life   to  praise  him,  And  thy  tongue  to  sing  for     joy; 

3.  He     will  not    per-mit  one   sor  -  row  More  thy  com  -  fort  to    mo  -  lest 
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He     has  prom-ised  to     sus-  tain  thee; — Claim  his  precious  word  in  pray'r. 
He     will  give   thee  in     af  -  flic  -  tion    Hap-pi-ness   without  al  -  loy. 
Than  will  fit     thee  for  life's  du  -  ties     And  the  sweet,   e-ter-nal    rest. 
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Chorus. 
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Je  -  sus    is our   bur  -  den  bear 


er: 


All      the 


Je  -sus  is 
-P-P 


our  bur-den  bear-er, 


world may  now  go  free ; 


Hear  his   lov 


ing  in 


All  the  world 


may  now  go  free  ; 


Hear  hislov-ing 
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ta  -  tion,  "Wea-ry     soul, come un- to     me." 

in  -vi-ta-tion,  "Wea-ry  soul,  comeun  -  to      me,  come  un- to  me 
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No.  50. 


Trust  and  Obey. 


Rev.  J.  H.  Sammis. 


D.  B.  Towner. 


1.  When  we  walk  with  the  Lord, In  the  light  of  his  word,  What  a  glo-  ry    he 

2.  Not      a  shad-ow  can   rise,     Not  a  cloud  in  the  skies,  But  his  smile  qnickly 

3.  Not      a   bur-den  we   bear,    Not  a    sor-row  we  share,  But  our  toil  he  doth 

4.  But     we  nev- er   can  prove    The  delights  of  his  love   Un  -  til   all    on  the 

5.  Then  in    fel-low-ship  sweet  We  will  sit  at   his    feet,  Or  we'll  walk  by  his 
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sheds  on  our    way!  While  Ave  do     his  good  will,    He     a  -  bides  with  us 
drives  it     a  -  way;  Not      a  doubt  nor    a      fear,    Not   a     sigh   »or    a 
rich  -  ly     re-  pay;  Not      a  grief   nor     a      loss,    Not   a    frown  nor    a 
al  -    tar    we     lay,   For     the  fav  -  or     he  shows,  And  the    joy     he    be  - 
side    in    the    way;  What  he  says   we  will     do,     Where  he  sends  we  will 
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Chorus. 

4— r- 


=1 


still,  And  with  all  who  will  trust  and  o  -  bey. 
tear  Can  a-  bide  while  we  trust  and  o  -  bey. 
cross,  But  is  blest  if  we  trust  and  o  -  bey. 
stows,  Are  for  all  who  will  trust  and  o  -  bey. 
go,        Nev-er  fear,  on  -  ly    trust  and  o  -  bey. 
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Trustand  obey,  For  there's 
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no   oth-er   way    To  be  hap-py    in     Je-sus, But  to  trust  and     o-  bey. 
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No.  51.    All  Will  Be  Glory,  By  and  By. 


Lydia  N.  Williams. 


Wm.  J.  Kirkpatrick. 
P 


-0-      -0- 

(  By  and  by  we'll  be  gathered  home,  Gathered  home,  gathered  home; 
\  Sheltered  there  we  shall  no  more  roam,  No  more  roam,  no  more  roam; 
/By  and  by  we  shall  cross  the  tide,  Cross  the  tide,  cross  the  tide; 
\Thro'  his  grace  we'll  be  glo  -  ri  -  lied,  Glo  -  ri  -  tied,  glo  -  ri  -  tied; 
/  Meet-ing  there  at  the  riv-  er's  brink,  Riv  -  er's  brink,  riv  -  er's  brink ; 
\  May  there  be    not     a   miss-ing  link,  Miss-ing   link,    miss-ing     link; 

the    joy   when  we  meet  up  there,  Meet  up   there,  meet    up    there; 

the    rap-  ture  we  soon  shall  share,  Soon  shall  share,  soon  shall  share; 


q= 
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f  By  and  by  we'll  be  gathered  home 
X  Sheltered  there  we  shall  no  more  roam, 
f  By  and  by  we  shall  cross  the  tide 
\  Thro'  his  grace  we'll  be  glo  -  ri  -  tied 
f  Meeting  there  at  the  riv-er's  brink 
\  May  there  be  not  a  miss-  ing  link 
O  the'  joy  when  we  meet  up  there 
O     the     rap-ture  we  soon  shall  share 
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To  the  pal -ace  of  the 
While  immor-tal  love  we 
To  the  ha  -  ven  of  the 
In  the  peace-ful  land  of 
We  shall  en  -  ter  joys  a  - 
In  the  jeweled  chain  of 
On  the  hap-py  Gold- en 
With  the  loved  ones  gone  be 
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blest.  \ 
rest.  / 
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love.  J 

shore.  \ 
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Chokus. 
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We  shall  meet  in  the  bright  to-morrow,  God  shall  wipe  ev'ry  tear-ful 
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No  more  sighing,  and  no  more  sor-row,    All  will  be  glo-ry,       by  and  by. 
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Safe  in  the  Arms  of  Jesus. 


"  Underneath  are  the  everlasting  arms." — Deut.  3:J  : 
Fanny  J.  Crosby. 

-I -x- 


W.  H.  Doane. 


1.  Safe 

2.  Safe 

3.  Je   - 


in    the  arms     of 
in    the  arms     of 
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sus,  my  heart's  dear  ref    -   uge,   Je 
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Je    -    sus,    Safe     on     his  gen  -  tie  breast — 
Je    -    sus,    Safe  from  cor -ro- ding  care; 
sus    has  died     for     me: 
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Z).  C'.-Safe      in    the  arms     of       Je    -     sus,    Safe     on    his  gen  -  tie  breast — 
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There  by  his  love  o'er  -  shad  -  ed,  Sweetly  my  soul  shall  rest. 
Safe  from  the  world's  temp-ta  -  tions,  Sin  can  -  not  harm  me  there. 
Firm      on   the  Rock     of       A     -    ges,      Ev  -  er     my  trust  shall     be. 
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There    by    his  love     o'er -shad   -    ed,       Sweetly   my  soul   shall  rest. 
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Hark! 'tis   the  voice   of       an  -   gels,   Borne   in       a    song     to       me, 
Free  from  the  blight  of      sor  -   row,   Free  from  my  doubts  and     fears; 
Here    let    me  wait  with     pa  -  tience,  Wait   till    the  night     is       o'er; 
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O  -  ver  the  fields  of  glo  -  ry,  O  -  ver  the  jas  -  per  sea. 
On  -  ly  a  few  more  tri  -  als,  On  -  ly  a  few  more  tears 
Wait  till    I     see    the  morn  -  ing     Break  on    the  gold -en     shore 
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No.  53.    I  Cannot  Drift  Beyond  Thy  Lore. 


Ida  L.  Reed. 


'  I  know  not  where  his  islands  lift  their  f  ronded  palms  in  air  ♦ 
I  only  know  I  cannot  drift  beyond  his  love  and  care."— Whitiier. 

WM.    J.    KlRKPATBICK. 
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1.  I     can  -  not  drift  be- yond   thy  love,  Be  -  yond   thy   ten  -  der    care; 

2.  I     can  -  not  drift  be- yond  thy  sight,  Dear  Lord,  the  thought  is   sweet; 

3.  I     can -not  drift    a  -  way  from  thee,  No     mat  -  ter  where    I      go; 
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"Wher-e'er      I   stray,  still  from     a  -  bo ve  Thine  eye    be- holds  me  there. 
Thy     lov  -  ing  hand  will  guide     a -right  My     wea  -  ry,  wand'  ring  feet. 
Still    tby    dear  love  doth  glad -den  me,  Thou  all    my   way  dost  know. 
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I  can  -  not  drift  so  far  a  -  way  But  what  thy  love  di  - 
"When  rough  and  dark  my  lone  -  ly  way,  I  shall  not  be  for  - 
Wher-e'er       I  jour  -  ney  thou  art  there,  In    wind  and  wave     I 
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Up  -  on     my   path,    by  night  and  day,  In     mer  -  cy  sweet  doth 
Thro' all  life's  change-ful  shad-ow'd  day  Thou  wilt  for-sake  me. 
Thy  voice,  in    tones    of     mu  -  sic  rare,  And  know  that  thou  art 
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No.  54. 


To  the  Work. 


Fanny  J.  Crosby. 
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W.  H.  Doane. 
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1.  To  the  work 

2.  To  the  work 

3.  To  the  work 

4.  To  the  work 
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to  the  work!  we    are       ser-vants   of    God,  Let    us 

to  the  work!  let    the      hun-gry     be    fed;    To     the 

to  the  work!  there  is        la  -   bor    for    all,     For   the 

to  the  work!  in     the  strength  of     the  Lord,  And    a 
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Chorus. 


do  with  our  might  what  our  hands  find  to  do.      -.  Toiling  on, 

her  -  aid  the  tid-ings,  "Sal-  va  -  Hon  is  free!  "  I 
loud  swelling  cho-rus,  "  Sal- va- Hon  is  free!"  | 
shout  with  the  ransom' d,  ' '  Sal-  va  -  Hon    is  free!  ' ' 


Toil-ing  on. 


on,  Toil-ing    on,  toil-ing    on, 

toil-ing  on,  Toil-ing  on,  toil-ing  on, 
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To  the  Work. — Concluded. 
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hope,  Let    us  watch,  And     la-bor  till  the  Mas  -  ter  comes, 

and  trust,  and  pray, 
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No.  55.    All  the  Way  Long  it  is  Jesus. 

I.  H.  M.  I.  H.  Meredith 
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1.  Joy  -  ful   I    sing  as      I    jour- ney  each  day;  All  the  way  long  it 

2.  Tho'    I    am  tempted  and  sor  -  row-op-pressed,  All  the  way  long  it 

3.  Nothing  shall  sev-er    my  Sav-iour  from  me;  All  the  way  long  it 

4.  There  I  shall  siug  on  that  beau-  ti  -  ful  strand;  All  the  way  long  it 
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Safe  while  he  leads  me,     I     nev-  er  shall  stray;  All 

Still      I   can  trust  him,   his   spir- it  gives  rest;  All 

Soon    in     its  beau-ty   his   face     I   shall   see;  All 

Therein    the  pres-ence  of  Christ  I   shall  stand;  All 
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No.  56.    When  the  Saints  are  Marching  In. 

Katherine  E.  Purvis.  j.  m.  E 
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1.  Thro'    the    shin  -  ing    gate  Where  the     an  -   gels   wait,  When  the 

2.  Part  -  ed  friends  shall  meet  On        the  gold  -   en  street,  When  the 

3.  Ev    -    'ry  tongue  and    race  Shall    ex  -  tol   God's  grace,   When  the 

4.  "To     the  Lamb   once  slain,  But     who  lives      a-  gain,"  When  the 
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saints are  marching  in;  The  redeemed  shall  come, 

saints are  marching  in;  Spot-  less  robes  shall  wear, 

saints are  marching  in;  And  the  blood-washed  throng, 

saints are  marching  in;  We    shall     of  -  fer  praise, 

When  the  saints  are  marching  in  ; 
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And    be  crowned  at  home,  When  the  saints are  marching 

Vic  -  tor  palms  shall  bear,  When  the  saints are  marching 

Shall  re  -  peat    the    song,  When  the  saints are  marching 

Thro'  e  -  ter  -  nal    days,  When  the  saints are  marching 

When  the  saints 
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When   the        saints are  marching     in,  When  the 

When  the  saints  are  marching   in, 
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saints  are  marching  in ;  Joy-  ful  songs  of  sal-  va  -  tion 

When  the  saints  are  marching  in  ; 
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When  the  Saints  are  Marching  In. — Concluded. 
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No.  57.     Come,  Great  Deliverer,  Come. 


Fanny  J.  Crosb 
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W.  H.  Doane. 
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1.  O       hear   my   cry,  be  gracious  now  to  me,  Come,  Great  Deli v-erer,  come 

2.  I       have  no  place,  no  shelter  from  the  night, Come,  Great  Deliv-erer,  come 

3.  My  path    is    lone,  and  weary  are  my  feet,  Come,  Great  Deliv-erer,  come 

4.  Thou  wilt  not  spurn  contrition's  broken  sigh,  Come,  Great  Deliv-erer,  come 
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My  soul  bowed  down  is  longing  now  for  thee,  Come,  Great  Deliv-erer,  come. 
One  look  from  thee  would  give  me  life  and  light,  Come,  Great  Deliv-erer,  come. 
Mine  eyes  look  up  thy  loving  smile  to  meet,  Come,  Great  Deliv-erer,  come. 
Ke  -  gard  my  pray'r  and  hear  my  humble  cry,  Come,  Great  Deliv-erer,  come. 
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I've  wauder'd  far  away  o'er  mountains  cold,  I've  wander'd  far  away  from  home; 
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O       take  me  now,  and  briugme  to  thy  fold,  Come,  Great  Deliv-erer,  come. 
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No.  58.     More  and  More  I  Need  Thee. 

Fanny  J.  Crosby. 


W.  H.  Doane. 


1.  More  and  more 

2.  More  and  more 

3.  More  and  more 

4.  More  and  more 


need  thee,  Pre-cious  Friend  di  -  vine; 

need  thee,  Thou,  my   all      in      all; 

need  thee,  In      temp- ta-tion's  hour; 

need  thee,  While  the  days    go     by; 
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need  thee,  In       this  heart   of      mine; 
need  thee,  Lest      I     faint  and    fall; 
need  thee,  Need  thy  keep-  ing     power; 
need  thee,  While  the   mo-ments  fly ; 
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Thou  hast  led     me 
I  am  weak  and 

Let     my  soul     up  - 
In       thy    se  -  cret 
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ev    -     er,    Still   my  ref  -  uge    be; 
help  -  less,  Thou, my  strength  must  be; 
lift   -   ed,  Cling  by  faith  to      thee; 
pr.es  -  ence,  Let    my  dwelling    be; 


Sav-  iour,  lov  -  ing  Sav-  iour,  A  - 

Sav-  iour,  lov  -  ing  Sav-  iour,  A  - 

Sav-  iour,  lov  -  ing  Sav-  iour,  A  - 

Sav- iour,  lov  -  ing  Sav- iour,  A  - 
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More ....      and     more ....       I 
More  and  more,  yes,  more  and  more, 


need  thee,  O     I 
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need     thee!    Sav  -  iour,  lov  -  ing    Sav -iour,     A -bide   with     me. 
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No.  59. 

T.  O.  Chisholm. 


0  to  be  Like  Thee. 
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1.  O  to  be  like  thee!  bless- ed     Ee-deem  -  er,  This   is    my  con-stant 

2.  O  to  be  like  thee!  full    of  com-pas-sion,Lov-ing,  for-giv- ing, 

3.  O  to  be  like  thee!  low  -  ly      in    spir  -  it,  Ho-  ly  and  harmless, 

4.  O  to  be  like  thee!  while  I  am  plead- ing, Pour  out  thy  Spir  -  it, 


long- ing  and  pray'r;  Glad-ly  I'll    for  -  feit     all   of  earth's  treas-ures, 

ten  -  der  and  kind,     Help-ing  the  help  -  less,  cheer-ing  the  faint  -  ing, 

pa-tientand  brave;    Meek-ly  en-dur-  ing    cru  -  el      re-proach  -  es, 

fill     with  thy  love,     Make  me  a     tem  -  pie   meet  for   thy  dwell-  ing, 
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Je  -  sus,  thy  per  -  feet    like-ness  to    wear. 

Seek-ing  the  wan-d'ring  sin  -  ner  to     find. 

Will-ing    to    suf  -  fer,     oth  -  ers  to     save. 

Fit    me    for    life     and  heav  -  en  a  -  bove. 
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O     to    be  like  thee, Bless-ed  Re-deem- er,  pure  as  thou   art;  Come  in  thy 
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sweetness, come  in  thy   ful-ness;  Stamp  thine  own  image  deep  in  my  heart. 
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No.  60.        My  Saviour  First  of  All. 


Fanny  J.  Crosby. 


Jno.  R.  Sweney. 
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When  my  life-  work  is  end-  ed,  and  I  cross  the  swelling  tide,  When  the 
O  the  soul-thrilling  rapture  when  I  view  his  bless-ed  face,  And  the 
O       the  dear  ones  in   glo-ry, how  they  beckon  me  to  come,  And     our 

Thro'  the  gates   to   the   cit  -  y     in      a    robe  of  spotless  white,  He      will 
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bright  and  glorious  morning  I  shall  see;  I  shall  know  my  Redeemer  when  I 
lus  -    tre   of    his  kind-ly  beaming  eye;  How  my  full  heart  will  praise  him  for  the 
part  -  ing  at   the  riv  -  er     I     re-  call ;  To  the  sweet  vales  of  Eden  they  will 
lead  me  where  no  tears  shall  ever    fall;  In  the  glad  song  of     a  -  ges  I  shall 
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reach  the  oth  -  er  side,  And  his  smile  will  be  the  first  to  welcome  me. 
mer  -  cy, love,  and  grace,  That  prepares  for  me  a  mansion  in  the  sky. 
sing  my  welcome  home;  But  I  long  to  meet  my  Saviour  first  of  all. 
min -gle  with  de- light;  But    I     long    to  meet  my  Saviour  first  of    all. 
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I  shall  know  him ;  I  shall  know  him,  As  redeemed  by  his  side  I  shall  stand ; 
I  shall  know  him, 


V 


W£ 


[,&[,-  -  -  -  *  *    r  "  ■  ■* 

I  shall  know     him,  I  shall  know  him  By  the  print  of  the  nails  in  his  hand 
I  shall  know  him, 
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No.  61. 

P.  P.  B. 


Duet 


The  Best  Friend  is  Jesus. 


P.  P.  BlLHORN. 


1.  O     the  best  friend  to  have  is      Je- sus,  When  the  cares  of  life  up -on  you 

2.  What  a   friend  I  have  found  in    Je-sus!  Peace  and  comfort  to  my  soul  he 

3.  Tho'    I  pass  thro' the  night  of    sor-  row,  And  the   chil-ly  waves  of  Jordan 

4.  When  at    last    to  our  home  we  gath-  er,  With  the  lov'd  ones  who  have  gone  b( 
Orqan  or  Piano.  ,  l ,      i 
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roll;       He    will  heal  the  wound  -  ed  heart, He  will  strength  and  grace  impart; 
brings;  Lean-ing   on      his  might -y    arm,    I        will   fear  no   ill   nor  harm; 
roll,       Nev  -  er   need      I   shrink  nor  fear,  For      my    Sav-iour  is     so  near; 
fore,      We   will  sing     up  -  on    the  shore,  Prais-ing    him  for- ev  -  er-more; 
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O     the   best  friend  to  have     is      Je 


sus.       The  best  friend  to  have  is 
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Je  -  sus,  The  best  friend  to  have  is  Je         -        sus,  He  will  help  you 

Je-sus    ev  - 'ry  day,  Je-sus  all  the  way, 
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when  you  fall,  He  will  hear  you  when  you  call ;  O  the  best  friend  to  have  is  Jesus. 
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Keep  Yery  Close. 


Ida  Scott  Taylor. 


W.  H.  Doane. 


i 


1.  Would  you  in  wis-dom  and  righteousness  grow,  Seek-ing  the  joys    of  the 

2.  Would  you  be  filled  with  the  spir-it      of  love,     Would  you  be  ho  -  ly  and 

3.  Would  you  a- bide    in  the  mansion    so   fair,     Christ  your  Redeem- er  has 

4.  Keep  ver  -  y  close   to  the  Sav-iour  each  day,     Lean  on  his  prom-ise,  his 
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king-dom  to  know  ?  Fol  -  low  your  Mas  -  ter  wher  -  ev  -  er  you  go, 
pure  as  a  dove?  Would  you  in  -  her  -  it  the  king-dom  a  -  hove 
gone  to  pre-  pare  ?  Would  you  the  crown  of  the  glo  -  ri  -  fied  wear 
teachings     o  -  bey,      He        is     the  Truth,  and  the  Life,  and  the   Way 
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Keep  ver-y  close  to  your  Sav  -  iour.    Keep  ver-y  close,      To  Jesus  your  Guide; 

ver-y  close, 


er     be  -  tide,       Close     to     the     heart  of  your    Sav     - 
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L.  H.  Edmunds. 


Stepping  in  the  Light. 


Wm.   J.    KlRKPATRICK. 
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1.  Try  -  ing  to  walk  in  the  steps  of  the  Sav-iour,  Try  -  ing  to  fol  -  low    our 

2.  Pressing  more  closely  to  him  who  is  lead  -  ing,  When  we  are  tempted     to 

3.  Walking    in  footsteps  of  gen-tle  for-hearance,  Footsteps  of  faithfulness, 

4.  Try  -  ing  to  walk  in  the  steps  of  the  Sav-iour,  Upward,  still  upward  we'll 
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Sav -iour  and  King;  Shap-ing  our  lives  by  his  bless- ed  ex -am -pie, 
turn  from  the  way;  Trusting  the  arm  that  is  strong  to  de- fend  us, 
mer  -  cy,  and  love,  Look -ing  to  him  for  the  grace  free-  ly  promised, 
fol  -  low  our  Guide,   When  we  shall  see  him,  ' '  the  King  in  his  beau-ty. " 
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Happy,  how  happy, the  songs  that  we  bring 
Happy,  how  happy,  our  prais-es  each  day 
Happy,  how  happy,  our  journey   a-  bov 
Happy,  how  happy,  our  place  at  his  side 
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How  beautiful  to  walk  in  the 
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steps  of   the  Sav-iour,  Stepping  in  the  light,    Stepping  in  the  light;  How 
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beau-ti-ful  to  walk  in  the  steps  of  the  Saviour,  Led   in  paths  of  light. 
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No.  64. 


There  is  Peace. 


Fanny  J.  Crosby. 

W.  H.  Doane. 
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1.  Thro' 

2.  Thro' 

3.  Thro' 

4.  As 

0                              U 

the  sac  -  ri  -  fice    of    Je  -  sus 
the   sac  -  ri  -  fice    of    Je  -   sus 
the  sac  -  ri  -  fice    of    Je  -  sus 
in      A  -  clam  we  are  ruin  -  ed 
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the  Lamb, (the  Lamb,)  Thro'    his 
the  Lamb,  (the  Lamb,)  Thro'   the 
the  Lamb,  (the  Lamb,)  Un     -     to 
and     lost,  (and    lost,)  So           in 
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blood  full  a-tone-ment  is  made,  (is  made,)  He  has  car  -  ried  all  our 
blood  of  the  Lamb  that  was  slain,  (was  slain,)  We  are  res- cued  from  our 
all  who  re-pent  and  be-lieve,  (be-lieve,)  What  a  com  -  fort  in  the 
Christ  shall  our  life    be      re-stored,  (re-stored,)  And  the  Fa  -  ther  in      his 
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bur  -  dens     of    sor  -  row,   And    on   him 
bond  -  age    for  -  ev  -  er,     And  the    way 
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our  transgressions  were  laid. 

of  re-demp-  tion    is   plain, 

prom-ise    he    left     us, — Thro' the  blood  we  may  par -don    re-ceive. 

mer  -  cy    will  own    us      Thro'  the  blood  of  our  cru  -   ci  -  fied  Lord. 
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There  is  peace,  thro'  the  blood, 

There    is  peace,  thro' 
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Thro'  the  precious  blood  he 
the  blood, 
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free ;               There    is 
so    free ; 
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There  is  Peace.— Concluded. 
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blood,  (thro*  the  blood,)  O    that      pre-  cious  blood    is    flow  -  ing     for     me. 
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No.  65. 


I  Never  Will  Leave  My  Saviour. 


Rev.  Johnson  Oatman,  Jr. 
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A.  A.  Baldwin. 
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Tho'   in  this  world  of      sin  and  woe,    I  nev-er  will  leave  my 

Let  friends  prove  false,  let  friends  prove  true,  I  nev-er  will  leave  ruy 

Tho'  worldly  pleas-ure   bids  me  stay,  I  nev-er  will  leave  my 

Let  fears  ap- pall,  let  doubts  as -sail,    I  nev-er  will  leave  my 
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Saviour; 
Saviour; 
Saviour; 
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Tho'   stormy  winds  around  may  blow,  I 

No      mat-ter  what    I    may  pass  thro',  I 

From  all   its  smiles  I'll  turn    a  -  way,  I 

My      an-chor  holds  with-in    the    veil,  I 
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never  will  leave  my  Sav-iour. 
never  will  leave  my  Sav-iour. 
never  will  leave  my  Sav-iour. 
never  will  leave  my  Sav-iour. 
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I     nev - er  will  leave  my  Sav-iour,      I     nev-er  will  leave  my  Sav-iour 
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On     Cal  -  va  -  ry    he    ransomed  me,    My    precious,  precious 
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tfo.  66. 

Edgar  Lewis. 


Lean  Upon  His  Arms. 
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L.  E.  Jones. 
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1.  Just  lean  up  -  on  the  arms  of  Je   -   sus,  He'll  help  you      a  -    long, 

2.  Just  lean  up  -  on  the  arms  of  Je   -   sus,   He'll  brighten     the     way, 

3.  Just  lean  up  -  on  the  arms  of  Je   -   sus,   O      bring  ev  -  'ry      care, 

4.  Just  lean  up  -  on  the  arms  of  Je   -   sus,   Then  leave  all     to      him, 
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help  you      a  -  long;  If        you    will  trust  his  love  un  -  fail  -  iug,  He'll 

brighten     the   way;  Just     fol  -  low  glad  -  ly  where  he     lead  -  eth,  His 

bring  ev  -  'ry   care;  The     bur -den  that  has  seemed  so  heav  -  y,  Take 

leave  all      to    him;  His    heart     is    full     of    love  and  mer  -  cy,  His 
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fill  your  heart  with  song, 
gen  -  tie  voice  o  -  bey. 
to       the  Lord  in   pray'r. 
eyes  are  nev  -  er     dim. 


Lean  on    his  arms, 


** 


trusting   in    his  love, 


Lean  up-on  his  arms,  ful-lv  trust-ing     in    his   love. 
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Mary  I  Ewing. 


Our  Golden  Sheayes. 


W.  H.  Doane. 
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1.  When  the  cares    of  life    are    end  -  ed,    And    our  har-vest  days  are  o'er; 

2.  We     shall  hear  the  bless-  ed     wel-come,  When  be-  fore  his  throne  we  bow, 

3.  In       that  home  of  fade  -  less  beau  -  ty,  Night  and  clouds  will  pass  a- way, 

4.  In       that  home  of  peer -less   glo  -  ry,   Ev  -  'ry  throb  of  pain  shall  cease; 
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When  the  veil  of  time  is  lift  -  ed,  And  we  meet  to  part  no 
And  re-ceive  the  crown  of  prom-ise,  That  his  love  is  keep-ing 
And  our  eyes  will  see  the  splen-dor  Of  a  long  e  -  ter  -  nal 
Kin-  dred  souls  that  here  were  sev-  ered,  There  shall  dwell  in  perfect 
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Chorus. 
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Glory  All  the  Way! 


Rev.  J.  H.  Sammis. 
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1.  Sav'd  by  grace    a -lone,  God's  own  Word  be  -liev-ing:   It  is 

2.  Not      a    care  have    I    since  my   Sav-iour  car-eth!   It  is 
.  3.  Sev  -  ered  from  the  world  his  dear  name  con- fess-ing;  It  is 

4.  Sin  -  ner,  put  your  trust  in   this    lov  -  ing  Sav-iour;  It  is 

5.  Working  day    by    day,  mind-ed   that    he    sees    us,    It  is 
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!  Walk-ing  in       the  light,  dai  -  ly   grace  re-  ceiv-ing:  It  is 

!Guid-ed     by     his    eye,  while  with  me  he    far-eth:  It  is 

!Tak-ing    up     the  cross,  shar-ing    in    the  blessing:  It  is 

!  Free  -  ly      he     for-  gives    all   our  past   be  -  hav-ior:  It  is 

!  Watch  and  wait  and  pray,  look-ing    un  -  to     Je  -sus:  It  is 
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the  way 
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glo-ry     all     the  way! 
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Glo        -         ry!  Glo  -  ry! 

Glo-ry    all  the  way,  yes,    glo  -  rv    all   the  way! 
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glo  -  ry    all    the    way ! . 

glo       -       ry,  glo  -  ry   all   the    way ! 


Glo  ry! 

Glo-  ry    all   the  way,  yes 
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Glory  all  the  Way !— Concluded. 
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Glo        -         -        ry!     It     is      glo  -  ry      all     the       w^j! 

Glo  -  ry     all    the    way,    It      is       glo  -  ry,      glo  -  ry,       glo  •  ry    all    the   way ! 
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No.  69. 

Fanny  J.  Crosby. 
Gently. 


Never  Will  I  Cease  to  Love  Him. 


W.  H.  Doane 
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1.  Je    -    sus  washed  my  sins      a  -  way,   Bless-ed  be  his  name  for-ev  -  er; 

2.  Je    -  sus'   blood  has  made  me  whole,  Bless-ed  be  his  name  for-ev  -  er; 

3.  What     a      gift    of    grace  di  -  vine,  Bless-ed  be  his  name  for  -  ev  -  er; 

4.  There's  a  crown  laid    up     for      me,    Bless-ed  be  his  name  for  -  ev  -  er; 
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Je    -    sus  taught  me   how 
JThere     is      glo  -  ry     in 
I  am     his    and    he 

Soon    my    Sav-iour    I 
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to    pray,  Bless-ed  be  his  name  for  -  ev   -  er. 

my    soul,  Bless-ed  be  his  name  for  -  ev   -  er. 

is    mine,  Bless-ed  be  his  name  for  -  ev   -  er. 

shall    see,  Bless-ed  be  his  name  for  -  ev   -  er. 
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Nev-er  will  I  cease  to   16ve  him,    Nev  -  er  will  I  cease  to  praise  him; 
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Nev-er  will   I  cease     to     love  him;     Be  -  cause    he     first   loved     me. 
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tfo.  70. 


Could  I  Tell  It. 


INA    DULEV  OGDON. 


f,  t>.   BlLHORM. 
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could  on  -   ly   tell    him     as  I    know    him,  My      Re 

could  on  -   ly   tell     you  how  he    loves   you,  And      if 

could  tell  how  sweet  will  be  his  wel-coine,  In     that 

can   nev-  er   tell    him   as  I    know  him;  Hu-man 
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i.  if  i 

2.  If  I 

3.  If  I 

4.  But  I 
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deem  -  er    who   has  brightened  all    my   way;  If       I      could  tell  how 

we    could  thro' the  lone  -  ly     gar -den     go;  If       I      could  tell    his 

home  whose  wondrous  beauty  ne'er  was  told;  And  tell  you   how     he 

tongue  can  nev  -  er    tell     of    love    di-vine;  I        on  -   ly     can   en - 
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pre  -  cious  is  his  pres-ence,  I  am  sure  that  you  would  make  him  yours  to-day. 
dy  -  ing  pain  and  par  -  don,  You  would  worship  at  his  wounded  feet  I  know. 
waits  and  longs  to  save  you,  You  would  seek  him,  and  abide  within  his  fold, 
treat  you  to   ac  -  cept  him ;  Come  and  know  the  joy  and  peace  forever^inine. 
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Chorus 


■--   I'll  I 


Could    I       tell  it,    could   I 

Could      I         tell      it,   yes,      I  would,  Could    I 
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tell 

tell      it      as 


9 

it,    How  the 
I   should, 
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sun-shine  of  his  presence  lights  my  way,        I  would  tell  it, 

I    would  tell   you,  yes,  I  would, 
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Could  I  Tell  It.— Concluded. 


1/   V\>   X> 

I  would  tell  it,  And  I'm  sure  that  you  would  make  him  yours  to-day. 

I   would   tell  you  if   I  could. 
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No.  71. 

Grace  Lindsey. 
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Carry  the  News  of  Jesus. 

(Missionary.) 
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W.  H.  Doane. 
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1.  Chris- tian  breth  -ren,  o'er    the  main     Car  -  ry  the  news    of      Je  -  sus; 

2.  On-  ward,  quickly,   hear  their  cry       O  -  ver  the  deep   re-sound -ing; 

3.  Tell   them  Ju-dah's  Morn-ing  Star,     Peaceful-ly,  calm-  ly    shin  -  ing, 
4-  Chris-tian  breth-ren,  preach  the  Word, — Pub-lish   a   free     sal-  va-tion; 


Go   where  night  and  darkness  reign,  Lov-  ing  -  ly  haste  a  -  way. 

Save    the   mil  -  lions  ere    they  die,  Earn-est  -  ly  haste  a  -  way. 

Spreads  its  beams  o'er  climes  a  -  far;  Pray'rful-ly  haste  a-  way. 

Lo,     in  heav'n  your  bright  re- ward;  Joy-ful-ly  haste  a  -  way. 
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Car  -  ry  the  news  o'er  wa-ters  blue,  Per-ish-ing  souls  are  waiting  for  you; 
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Stretching  their  hands,  they  plead  for  light,  Bless  -  ed  Gos  -  pel      light. 
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No.  72.     Some  Sweet  Day,  By  and  By. 


Edna  L.  Park. 
Tenderly. 
fc 


"Then  shall  I  know."— 1  Cor.  13:  12. 


W.  H.  Doane. 
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We  shall  reach  the  summer  land, Some  sweet  day,  by  and  by;   We  shall 
At       the  crys-tal  river's  brink,  Some  sweet  day,  by  and  by;   We  shall 


these  parting  scenes  will  end,  Some  sweet  day,  by  and  by ;   We  shall 
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press  the  golden  strand,  Some  sweet  day,  by  and  by;  O       the  loved  ones 

find    each  bro-ken  link,  Some  sweet  day,  by  and  by;  Then  the  star,  that 

gath-er,  friend  with  friend,  Some  sweet  day,  by  and  by;  There  be-fore    our 
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watching  there,  By  the  tree  of  life  so  fair,  Till  we  come  their 
fad  -  ing  here,  Left  our  hearts  and  homes  so  drear,  We  shall  see  more 
Father's  throne,  When  the  mists  and  clouds  have  flown,  We  shall  know    as 
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joy   to  share,  Some  sweet  day,  by  and  by 

bright  and  clear,  Some  sweet  day,  by  and  by 

we  are  known,  Some  sweet  day,  by  and  by 
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Some  sweet  day,  We  shall  meet  our  loved  ones  gone,  Some  sweet  day,  by  and  by 
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No.  73.    So  wins;  the  Seed  of  the  Kingdom. 


Fred.  A.  Fillmore. 


1.  Are  you  sow  -  ing  the  seed   of  the  king-dom,  brother,  In   the  morn-ing 

2.  Are  you  sow  -  ing  the  seed   of  the  king-dom,  brother,  In   the  still  and 

3.  Are  you  sow  -  ing  the  seed   of  the  king-dom,  brother,  All    a  -  long   the 
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bright  and  fair?  Are  you  sowing  the  seed  of  the  kingdom,  brother,  In  the 
sol-  emn  night?  Are  you  sowing  the  seed  of  the  kingdom,  brother,  For  a 
fer  -  tile   way?  Are  you  getting  read-y   for  the   har- vest,  brother,  That  will 
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heat  of  the  noon-day's  glare  ?  ] 

har  -  vest  pure  and  white  ?  >  For  the  har-vest  time  is  coming  on, 

come  at  the  last  great  day  ?  J  coming  on. 
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And  the  reap-er's  work  will  soon  be    done;  Will  your  sheaves  be 

soon  be  done ; 
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ma-ny  ?  will  you  gar-ner   a  -  ny,  For  the  gath'ring  at  the  har  -  vest  home  ? 
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No.  74. 


Jesus  Has  Promised  Me. 


Ida  Scott  Taylor. 


^4 


4~~ S~:g: 


1.  Je  -  sus  has  promised  me 

2.  Je  -  sus  has  promised  me 

3.  Je  -  sus  has  promised   me 

4.  Je  -  sus  has  promised  me 
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W.  H.  Doane. 
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a  home  in  heav'n,  Safe  with  the  lov'd  ones 
a  crown  of     gold,  When  by  and    by     I 
a    robe    of   white,  Wash'd  in  the  blood  that 
e  -  ter  -  nal     life,    There  in  the  Home-land, 
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in      his  man-sion  fair;  O     'twill  be  sweet  when  earthly  ties  are  riv'n, 

join  the  ransom'd  throng;  Then  shall  I   taste  the   joys  of  heav'n  un-  told, 

flow'don  Cal  -  va  -  ry;  O         I  shall  praise  him  in  that  world  of   light, 

on     the   gold  -  en  shore,  I       shall   be  done  with  all   the   pain  and  strife, 
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Chorus 


Rest  -  ing  with  Je   -  sus       o  -    ver     there. 

Then  shall   I    sing  the     glad    New    Song. 

When   to     my  home  he    beck  -  ons      me. 

Safe    with  my  Lord  for  -   ev  -  er  -  more. 


Home in    my 

Home,  dear  home, 

4- 


Father's  kingdom  fair,     Home, .......  that  my   Sav-iour  will  pre- pare; 

Home,dear  home, 
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Home, .  .  where  the  blessed  angels  are,  Je-sus  has  promised  me  o-  ver  there. 
Home, dear  home, 
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No.  75. 

E.  E.  Hewitt. 


0  It  is  Wonderful. 


WM.   J.    KlRKPATRICK. 


1.  o 

2.  O 

3.  O 

4.  O 


,_fj 


it    is   won- der- ful!  when     I    was  drear -i  -  ly  Wan -der -ing 

it    is   won- der -ful!    safe  -  ly    en  -  fold-ing   me  With  the  strong 

it    is   won- der -ful!   keep -ing  and  hid-ing   me  From      e  -   vil 

it    is   won- der  -  fill !   still      he    is   lead -ing   me  In       the  green 
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far  in  the  gloom  of  the  night,  Christ,  the  Good  Shep-herd,  came 
arms  of  his  in  -  fin  -  ite  grace;  "Mo  -  ment  by  mo-ment,"  so 
foes  that  my  soul  would  en-snare;      All        that     I       need     he  is 

pas-tures  of     mer  -  cy    and    love;      By         the   still      wa  -  ters,       a- 
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call  -  ing  so  cheer 
kind  -  ly  up-  hold- 
rich  -  ly  pro-vid  - 
bund-  ant-ly  feed  - 
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-  i  -  ly,  Bring- ing  me  in  -  to  his  mar-vel-ous  light, 
ing  me,  Shed-ding  up  -  on  me  the  light  of  his  face, 
ing  me,  Bid  -  ding  me  cast  up  -  on  him  ev-  'ry  care, 
ing  me,-  Lead  -  ing  me     on     to    his    glo  -  ry     a  -  bove. 
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ban  -  ner  shall    o  -  ver  me  wave 


Je  -  sus  is  might-y    to     save. 
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No.  76.    We  Consecrate  Ourselves  Anew. 


Rev.  Geo.  Whitman,  D.  D. 
IS 


W.  D.  Howard. 
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1.  Here   on 

2.  In        nu  - 

3.  We     con 


the    al  -  tar     of     true  love,  We  give   our -selves  a  -    new; 
ion  sweet  we   love     to  meet,  And  feel  "  the    tie  that    binds," 
■  se  -  crate  our-selves  a  -  new,  Our  hearts  best  of-f  'rings  give, 
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One  faith 
It  gives 
Re-  solved 


is    ours,   one  God     a  -  bove,  One  aim     to  will  or 

re  -  lief      to    wea  -  ry    feet,  And  balm  to  fainting 

to     do      as     he  would  do,    And  live    as  he  would 
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minds; 
live; 
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And  O 
And  O 
And    O 


the  flame  that   bla- zes  bright,  And  nev  -  er   wax  -  es      dim, 
the  com-mon  ties     of  earth  Are  small  compared  with  his, 
we  know  we    must  suc-ceed,  With  such   a  Guide  and    Friend; 
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Is  heart  -  y  love  for  God  and  right,  In-  spired  by  love  for  him. 
For  ours  the  bond  of  prince  -  ly  birth  The  hope  of  heav'nly  bliss. 
Our  vows   will  bios  -  som     in  -  to  deeds  And  in     fru  -  i    -   tion    end. 
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We   con-  se  -  crate  ourselves  a-  new,  Our    all     to      him  we  give,  we  give. 
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We  Consecrate  Ourselves  Anew. — Concluded. 
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O    may    we    do 


as 


he  would  do,   And  love    as      he  would  love. 
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No.  77.        0  My  Saviour,  Hear  Me. 


Grace  J 


Hubert  P.  Main. 


O  my  Sav -dour, 

O  my  Sav-iour, 

O  my  Sav-iour, 

O  my  Sav-iour, 


hear  me,    Draw  me  close  to 
bless  me,   Bless  me  while  I 
love  me,   Make  me  all  thine 
guard  me,  Keep  me  ev  -  er  - 


thee ;  Thou  hast  paid  my 
pray ;  Grant  thy  grace  to 
own;  Leave  me  not     to 
more;  Bless  me,  love  and 
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ran  -  som,  Thou  hast  died  for  me ;     Now    by   sim-ple  faith  I  claim  Par  ■ 
help  me,  Take  my  fear   a-  way;  I       believe  thy  promise,  Lord;  I 
wan-der  In   this  world  a-  lone;  Bless  my  way  with  light  divine,  Let 
guide  me, Till  my  work  is 


don 
will 
thy 


o'er,  May   I  then,  with  glad  surprise,  Chant  thy 
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thro' thy  gracious  name;  Thou, my  ark  of  safe  -  ty,  Let  me  fly  to  thee, 
trust  thy  ho  -  ly  word;  Thou, my  soul's  Redeemer,  Bless  me  while  I  pray, 
glo  -  ry  round  me  shine;  Thou, my  Rock, my  Refuge, Make  me  all  thine  own. 
praise  beyond  the  skies;  There  with  thee, my  Saviour,  Dwell  for  ev  -  er  -  more. 
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No.  78.     He's  Just  the  Same  To-day. 


Fanny  J.  Crosby. 

Gently,  not  too  fast.  , 


W.  H.  Doane. 
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is   a  Friend,  a   pa-tient  Friend,  Who  lov'd  us  long  a  -go;  (iong  a -go;) 
Up  on  the  cross  his  pre-cious  blood  For    all  he  free-ly  gave;  (freely  gave;) 

The  same  who  stood  with  lifted  hands,  And  bless'd  his  faithful  f  ew  ;(faithfui  few;) 
The   same  who  yet  shall  come  a-gaiu,  And     we  shall  see  his  face ;  (see  his  face ;) 
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And  laid  a  -  side  his  roy-  al  crown, That  wondrous  love  to 
He  rose  tri- umph- ant  from  the  tomb,  And_  lives  the  world  to  save. 
Then  in  a  cloud  was  tak  -  en  up,  And  part-ed  from  their  view. 
And  when  we  meet  him    in   the  skies,  We'll  shout  re- deem-ing     grace. 
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He's  just    the  same    to-day,    Yes,  the   ver  -  y    same    to-day,    As 
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when  he  said  "  I  am  the  true  and  living  Way;"  O  come  and  trust  him  now, 
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O  trust  him  while  you  may,  He's  just  the  same  to-day,   the  same  to  -  day. 
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No.  79. 


The  Better  Land. 


Gurdon  Robins,  Arr. 


Eeb.  1 


Daniel  B.  Towner. 


1.  There  is     a  land  mine  eye  hath  seen 

2.  A      land  up  -  on  whose  blissful  shore 

3.  Its   skies  are  not    like  earthly  skies, 

4.  There  sweeps  no  ues-o  -  lat  -  ing  wind 


In  vis-ions  of  enraptured  thought, 
There  rests  no  shadow,  falls  uo  stain ; 
"With  varying  hues  of  shade  and  light; 
A  -  cross  the  calm,   se-rene  a  -  bode. 
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So  bright,  that  all  which  spreads  between  Is  with  its  radiant  glo-ries  fraught. 
There  those  who  meet  shall  part  no  more,  And  those  long  parted  meet  a-  gain. 
It  hath  no  need  of  ■suns,  to  rise  To  dis  -  si  -  pate  the  gloom  of  night. 
The  wand'rer  there   a  home  may  find      Within  the  par  -  a  -  dise     of     God. 
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gild  ....  earth's  darkest  night;. .  Thy  tranqnil  shore, 

Thy  glories  gild  earth's  darkest  night  (earth's  darkest  night ,)  Thy  tranquil  shore, 
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we,  too,  shall  see, . . .         When  day  shall  break . .  and  shadows  flee 

.  .      (we,  too,  shall  see,)  When  day  shall  break 
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No.  80. 


The  Name  of  Jesus. 


W.  C.  Martin. 


E.  S.  Lorenz. 


1.  The  name  of   Je  -  sus     is    so  sweet,  I       love  its    niu  -  sic      to    re-peat; 

2.  I    love  the  name  of  him  whose  heart  Knows  all  my  griefs  and  bears  a  part ; 

3.  That  name  I  fond- ly    love  to  hear,  It       nev-er    fails   my  heart  to  cheer, 

4.  No   word  of  man  can    ev  -  er  tell    How  sweet  the  name  I     love  so  well ; 
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It  makes  my  joys  full  and  complete, The  precious  name 

The  pre-cious  name 

Who  bids  all  anxious  fears  depart — I       love  the  name 

I      love  the  name 

Its      mu-  sic  dries  the  fall-ing  tear;  Ex  -  alt  the  name 

Ex  -  alt  the  name 

O        let   its  prais-  es      ever  swell !  O  praise  the  name 

O  praise  the  name 


Je  -  sus. 
Je  -  sus. 
Je  -  sus. 
Je  - sus! 
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"Je  -  sus,"   O    how  sweet  the  name!  "  Je  -  sus,"  ev  -  'ry  day  the  same; 
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:  Je  -  sus, ' '  let    all  saints  proclaim  Its  wor-  thy  praise 

Its     wor-thy 


for 
praise 
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No.  81.        Lord,  I'm  Coming  Home. 


W.J.  K. 


Wm.  J.   KlRKPATRICK. 


1.  I've  wan-dered  far      a  -   way    from  God,  Now  I'm  coming  home; 

2.  I've  wast  -  ed    ma  -  ny      pre  -  cious  years,  Now  I'm  coming  home; 

3.  I'm   tired    of     sin    and     stray- ing,  Lord,  Now  I'm  coming  home; 

4.  My    soul      is    sick,  my     heart      is    sore,  Now  I'm  coming  home; 
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The  paths   of    sin     too 
I         now     re-  pent  with 
I'll    trust  thy  love,   be  - 
My  strength  renew,   my 


long 
bit    - 
lieve 
hope 


I've  trod, 
ter  tears, 

thy  word, 
re  -  store, 


Lord,  I'm  coming  home. 

Lord,  I'm  coming  home. 

Lord,  I'm  coming  home. 

Lord,  I'm  coming  home. 
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Com -ing    home,      com -ing    home,      Nev  -  er  -  more      to      roam; 
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O  -  pen  wide  thine  arms      of  love,       Lord,  I'm    com -ing  home. 


m 


t=^. 


1 


fc=Ji: 


I 

5  My  only  hope,  my  only  plea, 
Now  I'm  coming  home; 
That  Jesus  died,  and  died  for  me. 
Lord,  I'm  coming  home. 
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6  I  need  his  cleansing  blood  I  know, 
Now  I'm  coming  home; 
O  wash  me  whiter  than  the  snow, 
Lord,  I'm  coming  home. 
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No.  82. 

Rev.  S.  B.  Lemon. 


Whosoever  Will. 


Solo  or  Duet. 


W.  H.  DOANE. 
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1.  Hear    the  voice  of   Je  -  sus  say:  "  I     will  give  you  rest;  Wea  -  ry,  heav  -  y 

2.  With     a  righteous  Phar-i  -  see,      Je  -  sus  sat    at   meat;  Ma  -  ry  Mag-da - 

3.  Come  then  to   the  Gospel-feast,     Lame, and  halt,  and  blind;  He  who  seeks  the 

4.  Who-  so -ev-er  will,  may  come;   Hear  the  Sav-iour  say:  "Who-so-ev  -  er 
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la  -  den, 
le  -    ne 
Sav-io'ur, 
com-eth, 


In  me  you  shall  be  blest; 
Knelt  weeping  at  his  feet; 
The  Sav-iour  he  shall  find; 
I     will    not  cast    a   -   way;' 
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Take  my  yoke  up  -  on 
He  would  not  re  -  ject 
Tho'  thy  tongue  may  fal 
While  the  door  is      o  - 
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And  no  longer  roam; 
Tho'  outcast,  for-lorn, 
And  thy  lips  be  dumb, 
To  the  heav'nly  home, 


Who-so-ev-er,  Who-so-ev-er  will, may  freely  come." 
Who-so-ev-er,  Who-so-ev-er  will, may  freely  come." 
'  Who-so-ev-er,  Who-so-ev-er  will, may  freely  come." 
Who-so-ev-er,  Who-so-ev-er  will, may  freely, come." 
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'Tis  the  Sav-iour 
'Tis  tlie  Sav  -  iour 
ps. J_ 


call     -      ing,  call     -      ing  thee; 

call  -  ing,   call  -  ing,   soft  -  ly     call  -  irrg,   call  -  ing   thee; 
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Whosoever  Will.— Concluded. 
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Who-  so-  ev  -  er,  Who-  so  -  ev  -  er  will, may  free-  ly   come;  come. 

_  may  come ; 
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No.  83.       Hear  and  Answer  Prayer. 


Fanny  J-  Crosby. 
"it 


WM.  J.  KlRKPATRICK 
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1.  I      am  pray-ing,  bless-ed   Sav-iour,  To   be   more  and  more  like  thee; 

2.  I     am  pray-ing,  bless-ed   Sav-iour,  For  a    faith     so  clear  and  bright 

3.  I      am  pray-ing,    to     be  humbled  By  the  pow'r    of  grace  di  -  vine, 

4.  I      am  pray-ing,  bless-ed   Sav-iour,  And  my  constant  prav'r  shall  be 
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I  am  pray-  ing 
That  its  eye  shall 
To  be  clothed  up- 
For     a    per-  feet 


that  thy  Spir  -  it    Like    a    dove   may  rest   on     me. 
see    thy   glo  -  ry  Thro'  the  deep  -  est,  dark-est  night. 
•  on  with  meekness,  And     to  have     no  will  but  thine, 
con  -  se  -  era-  tion,That  shall  make  me  more  like  thee. 
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Guard  the  Bible  Well. 


Thos.  McDougall 


1.  Guard  the.  Bi  -  ble  well,  All    its  foes   re  -  pel,   The  sweet  sto  -  ly  tell 

2.  Book    of    love   di-vine,  Precious  word  of  thine,  Let      it       ev  -  er  shine 

3.  Shout  the   Bi  -  ble  song,  Swell  the  mighty  throng,  In     the  cause  be  strong 

4.  O,       ye  Christian  band,  For  this   Bi- ble  stand,  By  the  Lord's  command, 
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Of  the  Lord ;  Guard  what  God  revealed,  As  our  sun  and  shield ; 
All  a- broad;  In  the  Spirit's  might,  We  must  win  the  fight, 
Of  the  right;  Look  to  God  in  pray 'r,  When  the  foe  you  dare, 
Ne'er  give  o'er;  Lead  the    ar  -  my    on,     Till  the  strife  is  done, 

J. * <2 r_J J XX-S 


Nev  -  er, 
For  this 
And  for- 
And  the 


nev  -  er  yield  His  ho  -  ly   word. 


Gos-pel  light,  The  truth  of  God.     Rouseth       Christians  Rally 
ev  -  er   wear  His   armor  bright.  ' 


cause  is   won,  For  -  ev  -  er  -  more. 
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I  Will  Trust. 


Hattie  H.  Pierson. 


D.  B.  Towner. 
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1.  On     rny  will  -  ing    lips     is      a   hymn  of   praise,  In     my  heart    a 

2.  Tho'  my  place  may    be      at  the    bat- tie's  front,   He  will    be     my 

3.  Tho' he    lead  -  eth    me     by      a     path  un-known,   'Tis  be- cause   a- 

4.  By     his  pow'r  up  -  held,  in  his   love     se  -  cure,   From  my  heart  his 
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glad      new    song;     For   the  bless  -  ed  Lord      is     my  guide  and  guard, 

strength  and  shield ;  In      his     ar  -  raor  clad   there  is  naught  to      fear, 

long      that     way      Grow  the  flow'rs  of  faith  ■  and    of     per  -  feet  trust, 

praise      I       sing;     And     I     safe  -  ly  rest,  while  the  days     go        by, 
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And    my    ref  -  uge  safe   and  strong. 
To      his  might  the  foe   must  yield. 
That  will  bloom  to  end  -  less   day. 
'Neath  the  shadow     of       his  wing. 


I    will  trust  him, 


ful  -  ly 


will  trust  him, 


trust  him,  In  his  strength  go  forth  undismayed,  For  his  promise 

ful  -    ly  trust  him,  For  his  promise 
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fail  -  eth  nev  -  er,  I    will  trust,     and  not      be      a  -  fraid 

fail  -  eth    nev  -  er, 
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Doins:  His  Will. 
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1.  Just     to  trust  in  the  Lord,  just  to  lean   on  his  word,   Just  to  feel    I   am 

2.  When  my  way  darkest  seems,  when  are  blighted  my  dreams,  Just  to  feel  that  the 

3.  Then  my  heart  will  be  light,  then  my  path  will  be  bright,  If  I've  Je  -  sus  for 


his  ev-'ry  day;  Just  to  walk  by  his  side  with  the  Spirit  to  guide,  Just  to 
Lord  knoweth  best;  Just  to  yield  to  his  will,  just  to  trust  and  be  still,  Just  to 
my    dearest  friend ;  Counting  all  loss  but  gain,  such  a  friend  to  ob-tain,  True  and 


fol  -  low  where  he  leads  the  way. 
lean  on  his  bos  -  om  and  rest. 
faith  -  ful  he'll  be     to    the    end. 


Just   to  say  what  he  wants  me  to 
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say,  And   be  still  when  he  whispers  to       me,' Just   to 

wants  me  to  say,  when  he  whispers   to     me ; 
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go  where  he  wants  me  to    go, Just  to  be  what  he  wants  me  to  be. 

where  he  wants  me  to  go, 
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Lower  and  Lower. 


E.  E.  Hewitt. 
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1.  Low  -  er  and  low-er,  dear  Lord,  at   thy   feet,  Seek  -  ing  thy  Spir-it,   thy 

2.  Low  -  er  and  low-er,  dear   Sav-iour,  we  pray,  Los  -  ing  the  self-life  still 

3.  Low-er  and  low-er;  yet   high  -  er   we   rise,  Lift  -  ed    in    Je  -  sus,  led 
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mer  -  cy  so  sweet;  Down  in  our  need,  bless-ed  Mas-ter,  we 
more  ev-'ry  day;  Weak  and  un- worthy,  we're  look -ing  a- 
on       to    the  skies;    Hum  -  bly  we    fol  -  low    the    way     of    the 


fall, 
bove; 
cross, 
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all     in     all. 
us  with  love, 
for  all    loss. 
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down  at  thy  cross,    All  the  world's  treasure,  counting  but  dross;  Down  at  thy 
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feet,  bless-ed  Saviour,  we  fall,     Low-er  still 
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lower. 
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D.  H.  W. 


At  Jesus'  Feet. 

4—1—1 


W.  H.  Doane. 
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1.  I      love   to     sit      at     Je  -  sus'  feet    In      pen-  i-ten-tial  pray'r, 

2.  I      love   to    sit,      in   sor-row's  hour,  With  -in  that  blest  re  -  treat, 

3.  I      love    to  breathe  his  ho  -  ly   name  Where  kindred  spir  -  its     meet, 
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To  know  the  bliss  of  par -don  sweet  He  free  -  ly  gives  me  there; 
And  prove  the  gra  -  cious  heal-ing  pow'r  Of  cleans -ing  at  his  feet; 
I  love    in    trust  -  ing  faith  to  claim,  A      bless  -  ing    at     his     feet; 
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And  there  I  love  to  plead  my  case,  His  ten  -der  love  en  -  treat, 
And  there  I  gain  the  strength  to  dare,  And  all  my  foes  de  -  feat, 
And  when  my  Father's     home    I     see,     And     all    my   dear  ones  greet, 
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And  feel  his  soul  -  re  -  fresh-ing  grace  Flow  o'er 
The  grace  each  cru  -  el  wrong  to  bear,  He  gives 
No    place  will    be      so     dear     to      me,  As       sit  - 
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me  at  his  feet, 
me  at  his  feet, 
ting  at    his    feet. 
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Par  -  don  sweet    at     his   feet     ev    -    er      free, 
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At  Jesus'  Feet.— Concluded. 
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blood  like   a  flood  flows  to    me;  Come  ye  wea-  ry  while  you  may, 

flows  to  me ; 
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Come,  O  come,    his  voice     o  -  bey,    He     will  wash  your  sins      a  -  way. 
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No.  89.     Where  Jesus  Is,  'Tis  Heayen. 


C.  F.  Butler. 


J.  M.  Black. 
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1.  Since  Christ  my  soul  from  sin  set  free,  This  world  has  been  a  heav'n  to  me 

2.  ODce  heav  -  en  seem'd  a    far  -  off  place,  Till  Jesus  showed  his  smiling  face 

3.  What  matters  where  on  earth  we  dwell  ?  On  mountain  top,  or  in    the  dell 
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And  'mid  earth's  sorrows  and  its  woe,  'Tis  heav'n  my  Je-pus  here  to  know. 
Now  it's  be-gun  with-in  my  soul, 'Twill  last  while  endless  a- ges  roll. 
In       cot-tage,  or      a  mansion  fair,  Where  Jesus  is,     'tis  heaven  there. 
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D.  & — On  land  or  sea,  what  matters  where  ?  Where  Jesus  is,     'tis  heav-en  there. 
Chorus.  D.S. 
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O    hal  -le  -  lu-jah,  yes, 'tis  heav'n, 'Tis  heav'n  to  know  my  sins  forgiv'n; 
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No.  90.     Leaning  on  the  Everlasting  Arms. 


Rev.  E.  A.  Hoffman. 


A.  J.  Showalter. 
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1.  What   a      fel  -  lowship,  what   a     joy    di-vine,  Lean-ing    on   theev-er- 

2.  O        how  sweet  to  walk     in  this  pilgrim  way,  Lean-ing    on   the  ev  -  er  - 

3.  "What  have  I     to  dread, what  have  I       to  fear,  Lean-ing    on   theev-er- 
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last  -  ing  arms;  What  a  bless-  ed-ness,  what  a  peace  is  mine, 
last  -  ing  arms;  O  how  bright  the  path  grows  from  day  to  day, 
last  -  ing    arms  ?  I        have  bless  -  ed  peace  with    my    Lord    so  near, 
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Lean  -  ing      on  the  ev  -  er  -  last  -  ing  arms.  ")  Lean      -       ing, 

Lean  -  ing      on  the  ev  -  er  -  last  -  ing  arms.  \ 

Lean  -  ing      on  the  ev  -  er  -  last  -  ing  arms.  J  Lean-  ing    on   Je  -  sus, 
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lean  -  ing,  Safe     and      se  -  cure  from     all       a  -  lanes; 

Lean  -  ing       on      Je    -   sus, 
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ing,     Leaning    on    the  ev  -  er-last-  ing  arms. 


Lean 


ing, 


lean 
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Lean-ing  on  Jesus,  lean-ing  on  Je-sus, 
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No.  91. 

H.  C.  Ayers. 
Gently.   ^ 


Why  Waitest  Thou  ? 


W.   H.    DOANE. 
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1.  One  there    is  who  loves  thee,    Waiting 

2.  Ten  -  der  -  ly    he  wooes  thee,     Do  not 

3.  Je  -  sus  still    is    wait  -  ing;    Sin-ner, 
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still  for  thee;  Canst  thou  yet  re- 
slight  his  call;  Tho' thy  sins  are 
why   de  -  lay  ?  To     his  arms   of 
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him  ?  None  so  kind  as  he. 
ny,  He'll  for-give  them  all. 
cy        Eise  and  haste  a  -     way. 
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Do  not  grieve  him  long  -  er, 
Turn  to  him  re  -  pent  -  ing, 
On  -  ly  come   be  -    liev  -  ing, 
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Come  and  trust  him  now; 
He  will  cleanse  thee  now; 
He         will  save     thee    now; 


He  has  wait  -  ed  all  thy  days, 
He  is  wait -ing  at  thy  heart, 
He       is       wait  -  ing      at      the     door, 
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Chokus. 
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Why  wait  -  est     thou?  Still   his  love  would  save  thee, 
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He     has  wait  -  ed       all    thy  days,     Why     wait  -  est    thou  ? 
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No.  92.    Sweet  Peace,  the  Gift  of  God's  Love. 


John  14 :  27. 


P.  P.   BlLHORN. 
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1.  There  comes  to  my  heart  one  sweet  strain,  A  glad  and  a  joy-ous  re  -  f  rain, 

sweet  strain,  refrain, 

2.  By  Christ  on  the  cross  peace  was  made,  My  debt  by  his  death  was  all  paid, 

was  made,  all  paid, 

3.  When  Jesus  as  Lord  I  had  crowned,   My  heart  with  this  peace  did  abound. 

had  crowned,  abound, 

4.  In       Je  -  sus  for  peace  I   a-  bide,       And   as   I  keep  close  to  his  side, 

abide,  his  side, 
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I  sing  it  a -gain  and  a  -  gain,  Sweet  peace,  the  gift  of  God's  love. 
No  oth  -  er  founda-  tion  is  laid  For  peace,  the  gift  of  God's  love. 
In  him  the  rich  blessing  I  found,  Sweet  peace,  the  gift  of  God's  love. 
There's  nothing  but  peace  doth  betide,  Sweet  peace,  the  gift  of  God's  love. 
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Chorus. 


Peace,  peace,  sweet  peace!  Won-der-  ful   gift  from   a 
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a  - bove ! 
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won-der-ful,  wonder-ful     peace!    Sweet  peace,  the  gift  of  God's  love! 
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No.  93. 


Jesus  Saves  ! 


Pri8cilla  J.  Owens. 


Wm.  J.  KlRKPATBICK. 
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1.  We     have  heard  the   joy  -  ful  sound:  Je 

2.  Waft    it      on     the  roll  -  ing   tide:  Je 

3.  Sing      a  -  bove  the   bat  -  tie  strife:  Je 

4.  Give    the  winds    a  might  -  y    voice:  Je 

J.  hi. J  I  Kl=* 


sus  saves!  Je  -  sus  saves! 

sus  saves!  Je  -  sus  saves! 

sus  saves!  Je  -  sus  saves! 

sus  saves!  Je  -  sus  saves! 
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Spread  the  tid  -  ings  all       a  -  round:  Je  -  sus  saves 

Tell       to    sin  -  ners  far     and  wide:  Je  -  sus  saves 

By        his  death  and  end  -  less    life,  Je  -  sus  saves 

Let       the  na-tionsnow    re-joice:  Je  -  sus  saves 


m 


Je  -  sus  saves! 
Je  -  sus  saves! 
Je  -  sus  saves! 
Je  -  sus  saves! 
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Bear  the  news  to  ev  -  'ry  land,  Climb  the  steeps  and  cross  the  waves 
Sing,  ye  is  -  lands  of  the  sea,  Ech  -  o  back,  ye  o  -  cean  caves 
Sing  it  soft  -  ly  thro'  the  gloom,  When  the  heart  for  mer  -  cy  craves 
Shout  sal  -  va  -  tion  full    and   free,  High  -  est  hills   and  deep  -  est  caves 
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On-ward ! — 'tis     our  Lord's  command 


Earth  shall  keep  her  ju  -  bi  -  lee:  Je 
Sing  in  tri-umpho'er  the  tomb, — Je 
This    our  song    of     vie  -   to  -  ry, —   Je 


sus  saves!    Je  -  sus  saves! 


sus  saves!  Je  -  sus  saves! 
sus  saves!  Je  -  sus  saves! 
sus  saves!    Je  -  sus  saves! 
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No.  94.     Loyalty  to  Christ  in  All  Things. 


Rev.  O.  W.  Van  Osdell,  D.  D. 

1st  Chorus. 


Old  Melody  Arranged. 
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Loy  -  al  -  ty    to  Christ  in 


m^EB 


=Az±i 


all       things,    Loy  -  al  -  ty      to  Christ, 
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loy-al-  ty  to  Christ,  Loy-alty  to  Christ  at  all  times,  Shall  be  our  rule  each  day. 
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Verse. 
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1.  A        trib-ute    to  the  Christ  we  bring,  Of    prais-es    loy-al  hearts  may  sing; 

2.  Christ's  people  are  his  bod  -  y    true,  His  bless  -  ed  work  we  have  to    do; 

3.  The    sons    of   God  his  Spir  -  it  needs  To  show  "  the  things  of  Christ "  in  deeds, 

4.  O      may  each  youthful  Christian  band  For  Christ's  full  truth  with  courage  stand 
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•  An     of  -  f er  -  ing    of     incense  sweet,  And  purpose  true  for  serv-ice  meet. 

He    dies  and  lives  in     us   each  day,    And  is  the  "life, the  truth, the  way.' 
"To  keep  our  hearts, "  to  love  the  Lord,  And  ev-er    to    o  -  bey  his  word. 

And  pray,andserve,and  teach, and  give, In      ]oy-al-ty   to  Christ  to  live. 
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Full  Chorus. 
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Loy-  al  -  ty    to  Christ  in     all  things,  Loy-al  -  ty    to  Christ  at    all    times, 
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Loyalty  to  Christ  in  All  Things.— Concluded. 
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Loy-al,  loy-al,  loy-al,  loy-al,  Loy-al-ty  to  Christ  our  King;       our  King. 
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No.  95.     I  Know  My  Saviour  is  Near. 

D.  W.  W. 
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W.  H.  Doane. 
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1.  I        have    a   faith    in  Christ  my  Lord,  That  will  not  yield  to     fear; 

2.  Where'er   the  path    of      du  -  ty  leads,  His     will  my  joy    shall    be; 

3.  And  when  my  faith  is     lost     in  sight,  And    I       a  crown  shall  wear, 
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Tho'  tri  -  als  come  and  clouds  a  -  rise,  I  know  he  still  is  near. 
I'll  go  in  faith  and  mur-mur  not,  But  trust  his  grace  to  me. 
My   sweet-est  song  in  heav'n  shall  be   His  love,  that  brought  me  there. 
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His  message  of  love  I      hear, 
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I  know  my  Saviour   is      near, 

my    Saviour  is  near, 


soft  -  ly  hear, 
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And  tho' my  way   I    can -not  see,    I  know  my   Sa-viour    is       near. 
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No.  96.    If  the  Saviour  Journey  With  Me. 
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D.   B.   PURINTON. 

Gently. 
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1.  If     the  Sav-iour  journey  with  me, 

2.  If     the  Sav-iour  journey  with  me, 

3.  If    the  Sav-iour  journey  with  me, 

4-  •   4-   4~- 


he    be     my  con-stant  stay, 
he    be     my  faithful  Friend, 
he  keep  me   at    his    side, 
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If  his  presence  guide  and  keep  me,  Thro'  the  dark  as  thro'  the  day ; 

If     he    nev  -  er  cease  to  love  me,  Love  and  keep  me  to  the  end ; 

If    he  shield  me  from  the  dangers  That  along  my  path  may  hide ; 
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I  will 
I  will 
I  will 
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fear  no  harm,  dread  no  fierce  alarm ; 
seek  his  face,  I  will  plead  his  grace, 
nev  -  er  stray  from  the  perfect  way, 
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He  for  me  the  path  of  peace  is  seeking, 
Trust  my  life  to  him  who  ever  liv  -  eth, 
Till  at  last  I  stand  within  the  por-tal 
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And  the  voice  of  love   is  speaking, 
Give  my  all  to  him  who  giv-eth 
Of  the  dwelling-place  immortal, 
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While  he  safely  guards  me  all  the  way. 
Love  divine,  that  naught  can  e'er  transcend. 
Where  the  blest  of  God  shall  e'er  abide. 
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If    the  Saviour  journey  with  me, 
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If    his  guiding  hand   lie  give  me, 
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If  the  Saviour.— Concluded. 


If   his  lov-ing  heart  receive  me,    I  will  love  and  trust  him  all  the  way. 
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No.  97.    If  We  Hare  the  Lore  of  Jesus. 


Maud  Manion. 


B.  C.  Unseld. 


1.  If       we  have  the  love  of   Je-sus  In   ourhearts,a    constant  flame, 

2.  If       we  have  the  love  of   Je-sus,  Wide  and  boundless,  deep  and  free, 

3.  If       we  have  the  love  of  Je  -  sus,  Pride  and  en-  vy  then  will  cease, 

4.  We  may  have  the  love  of   Je  -  sus,  We  may  feel   it  more  and  more, 
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How  we  all  shall  love  each  oth  -  er, 
We  shall  find  no  room  for  an  -  ger, 
We  shall  walk  with  one  an  -  oth-  er, 
Grow-ing  stronger,     pur  -  er,deep-er, 
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And  a  -  dore  his  pre  -  cious  name. 
Per-fect  un  -  ion  there   will  be. 
In    the  bonds  of    hal-lowed  peace. 
Till  we  reach  the  gold  -  en  shore. 
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Chorus. 
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Love  will  rule  our     ev  - 'ry    ac-  tion,  Love   in-spire  our    svveet-est   lays; 
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Ev  -  'ry  voice  will  shout  ho  -san  -na,     Ev  -'ry  heart  be     full     of  praise. 
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No.  98.      Is  It  Well  With  Thy  Soul? 


\\* 


.5 


Annie  L.  James. 


W.  D.  Howard. 
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1.  Tho'     joys  like  the   sun-shine  il  -  lum-  ine  the  way,  And  light-ly   thy 

2.  Say,    where  is    thy   ref-uge  for  years  that  shall  come  ?  And  what  of   thy 
I- — 3.  When  storms  of    af  -  flic- tion  a  -  round  thee  may  fall,  And  bil-lows  like 

4.  If     Christ,  thy  Ee  -  deem-  er,  is      pre-ciousto    thee,  And  makes  thee  in 
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care     may  dis-  pel, ....  Is       Je  -  sus  thy  hope  and  thy  an-  chor  to  -  day  ? 

faith  canst  thou  tell  ?.  .  O    where    is  thy  treasure,  thy  heart  and  thy  home? 

mountains  may  roll, ..  .  O      hast   thou  a  trust  that  is  great- er  than   all? 

safe    -   ty   to   dwell,..  "VVhat-ev  -  er  thy  cares  or  temp  -  tations  may  be, 
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Chorus. 
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Is         it    well  with  thy  soul,  is  it  well  ? " 

Is         it    well  with  thy  soul,  is  it  well  ? 

Is         it    well  with  thy  soul,  is  it  well  ? 

Praise  the  Lord!  with  thy  soul  it  is  well! 
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well, 
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well, 
well, 
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With  thy  soul, Is    it    well,   Is    it    well  with  thy  soul  ? 

With  my  soul, It    is    well,  It    is    well  with  my   soul! 
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With  thy  soul, 
With  mv  soul," 
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No.  99.    One  More  Day's  Work  for  Jesus. 


Anna  Warner. 


Robert  Lowry. 


1.  One  more  day's  work  for  Je  -  sus,     One     less      of     life   for     me; 

2.  One  more  day's  work  for  Je  -  sns;     How  glo  -  rious   is    my   King! 

3.  One  more  clay's  work  for  Je  -  sns;     How  sweet   the  work  has  been, 

4.  One  more  day's  work  for  Je  -  sns — O        yes,       a     wea-ry    day; 

5.  O  bless-  ed    work  for  Je  -  sus!     O        rest      at      Je-  sus'  feet! 
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But  heav'n  is  near-er,  And  Christ  is  dear-er,  Than  yes  -  ter- day,  to 
'Tis  joy,  not  dtt-ty,  To  speak  his  beau-ty;  My  soul  mounts  on  the 
To  tell  the  sto  -  ry,  To  show  the  glo  -  ry  Where  Christ's  flock  en  -ter 
But  heav'n  shines  clearer,  And  rest  comes  nearer,  At  each  step  of  the 
There  toil  seems  pleasure,  My  wants  are  treasure,  And  pain  for  him  is 
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His     love     and    light  Fill      all     my      soul 

At      the     mere   tho't  How  Christ  my      life 

How    it       did    shine  In       this    poor  heart 

And  Christ   in       all —  Be  -  fore     his      face 


Lord,   if 


may, 


to  -  night. 

has   bought. 

of      mine! 

I       fall. 

I'll     serve    an  -   oth    -     er      day.    . 
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Chorus. 
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One  more  day's  work  for  Je-sus,       One  more  day's  work  for  Je  -  sus, 
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One    more  day's  work  for     Je  -  sus, 


One  less 


of     life    for     me. 


By  permission. 


No.  100.       Jesus  is  Passing  this  Way. 


Annie  L.  James. 


W.  H.  Doane. 


Gently. 

-A — N — N 


1.  Is   there  a  heart  that  is   wait  -  ing,     Long-ing  for  par-don  to   -   day? 

2.  Is  there  a  heart  that  has  wander'd  ?  Come  with  thy  burden  to   -   day  ; 

3.  Is   there  a  heart  that  is     bro  -  ken  ?  Wea  -  ry  and  sighing  for      rest  ? 

4.  Come  to  thy  on  -  ly  Re-deem  -  er,     Come  to   his    in-fi-nite     love; 
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Hear  the  glad  message  proclaim  -  ing, 
Mer  -  cy  is  ten-der  -  ly  plead  -  ing, 
Come  to  the  arms  of  thy  Sav  -  iour, 
Come  to  the  gate  that  is    lead  -  ing 


Je  -  sus  is  pass-ing  this  way. 
Je  -  sus  is  pass-ing  this  way. 
Pil-low  thy  head  on  his  breast. 
Homeward  to  mansions  a  -  bove. 
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Je-sus  is  passing  this  way, This  way, to  -  day; 

Je  -  sus   is   passing,  is    pass-ing  this  way,   Is    passing  this  way,    Is   passing  to-day  ; 
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Je  -  .^us    is  pass-ing  this     way, 

way  to-day, 
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Is  pass-ing  this  way 


1/      -w 
to  -  day. 
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No.  101. 

Grace  J.  Frances. 
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Trusting  in  Thee. 

K S      * 


Hubert  P.  Main. 


(4 


3=F 


-f\ V- 


=£ 


1.  My  bless- ed    Re-  deem  -  er   I'm  trusting  in      thee,  For  thou  art    my 

2.  O     why  should  I     fal  -  ter  when  thou  art  so     near,  To  shield  from  the 

3.  I      read     of      a      cit  -  y       of  beau-ty    un  -  told,  The  light  of     its 
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Ref  -  uge  wher-e'er  I  may  be;  In  glad-ness  or  weep-ing, 
tempt  -  er,  to  com-  fort  and  cheer  ?  Thy  mer  -  cy  will  guide  me, 
glo  ry        I    soon  shall  be   -    hold:     While  onward  for  -  ev   -  er, 
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wak-  ing  or  sleep-  ing, 
shel  -  ter  and  hide  me, 
life's  gen-  tie    riv  -  er 


Still  thou  art  keep-  ing  a  watch  o  -  ver  me. 
Thou  art  be  -  side  me,  then  why  should  I  fear. 
Flows  thro'  that  cit^y  whose  streets  are  of  gold. 
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D.S. — pa- tient-ly   trust- ing, 
Chorus. 
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Lov-ing  -  ly  trust-  ing   my  Saviour  in     thee. 
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Thy  word  is     my  treas 
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use,Where  joy  with-outmeas  -  ure,  Clear  as    the 
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noon-  day      re- fleet -ed     I       see;   While  faith-ful  -  ly      trust 
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]$o.  102.        Rescue  the  Perishing. 


Fanny  J.  Crosby. 


W.  H.  Doane. 
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Res    -  cue  the  per  -  ish  -  ing,  Care        for  the      dy   -    ing, 

Tho'  they  are  slight  -  ing     him,  Still        he  is      wait  -  ing, 

Down  in  the       hu  -  man   heart,  Crush'd  by  the    temp  -  ter, 

Ees    -  cue  the  per-  ish-    ing,  Du     -     ty  de-  mands      it; 
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Snatch  them  in  pit 

Wait   -   ing   the  pen 

Feel    -    ings  lie  bur 

Strength  for  thy  la  • 
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y     from    sin  and  the  grave;  "Weep     o'er    the 

•  i-  tent   child  to     re-ceive.  Plead    with  them 

ied  that  grace  can   re -store;  Touch 'd  by      a 

bor   the    Lord  will  pro-  vide:  Back        to    the 
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err  -  ing  one,    Lift 
earn-est  -  ly,     Plead 
lov  -  ing  heart,  Wak 
nar-  row  way    Pa  - 


Tip  the  fal  -  len,  Tell  them  of  Je  -  sus  the 
with  them  gen  -  tly;  He  will  for -give  if  they 
■  ened  by  kind-  ness,  Chords  that  were  bro  -  ken  will 
tient  -  ly    win  them;  Tell       the  poor  wan-d'rer    a 
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on  - 
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Sav    - 
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-   y       to      save. 

ly      be  -  lieve. 

brate  once  more. 

iour   has    died. 
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Res  -  cue  the  per-  ish -ing,      Care    for    the 
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mer  -  ci   -   ful, 


Je  -  sus   will  save. 
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No.  103.  Turned  Away  From  the  Beautiful  Gate. 


AToi!  too  fast 


D.  E.  Dortch. 
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1.  Someone  will  knock  at  the  saints'  bright  home,  And  hear  the  Lord  saying,  "  You 

2.  Someone  will    hear     the       an-gels'  song,  And  wish  he  could  join  with  the 

3.  Someone  will  stand  with  an  ach-  ing  heart,  While  Je-  sus  pronounc- ea    the 

4.  Someone  will     lin-ger  with  tearful   eyes,  While  Christ  and  his  peo-ple   as  - 

5.  Someone  will      go      in-to  darkness  drear,  Far     off  from  the  Saviour  and 
IS      !N      ,N      I         fc     **  I  N 


can  -  not  come ; ' '  With   sad-  ness'  he'll  mourn  o'er  his  sor-  row-  ful  state, 

hap  -  py  throng:  With  sigh-  ing   he'll  mourn  o'er  his  sor-  row-  ful  state, 

word  "  depart;  "  With  groaniugs  he'll  mourn  o'er  his  sor-  row-  ful  state, 

cend    the  skies;    With  weep-ing  he'll  mourn  o'er  his  sor- row- ful  state, 

all     that's  dear;   With   an-guish  he'll  mourn  o'er  his  sor- row- ful  state, 
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Chorus. 
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Turned  a- way  from  the  beauti  -  ful  gate.  Turned  a-way  from  the  beauti  -  ful 
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gate,  Turned  a-  way  from  thebeau-ti  -  ful     gate;  With  sad- ness  he'll 
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mourn  o'er  his  sor-row-  ful  state, Turned  a-way  from  the  beau-ti  -  ful    gate. 
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No.  104. 

Jessie  H.  Brown. 


Seeds  of  Promise. 


Fred  A.  Fillmore. 
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scat- ter  seeds  of  lov  -  ingdeeds,A  -  long  the  fer  -  tile  field, 
sown  in  tears  thro'  wea  -  ry  years,  The  seed  will  sure  -  ly  live; 
har- vest  home  of  God  will  come,  And,  af  -  ter  toil  and  care, 
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For    grain  will  grow  from  what  you  sow,  And  fruit-  ful  har-  vest    yield. 
Tho'  great  the  cost,     it      is      not  lost,    For  God  will  fruit- age  give. 
With  joy    un- told  your  sheaves  of   gold,   Will  all      be  gar-nered  there. 
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Chorus. 
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Then  day   by  day a-long  your  way, The  seeds  of 

Then  day  by  day  along  your  way, 
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prom         -         ise  cast, That  ripened  grain from  hill  and 

The  seeds  of  promise  cast,  the  seeds  of  promise  cast,  That  ripened  grain, 
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plain, Be  gathered  home at  last. 

from  hill  and  plain,  Be  gathered  home  at  last,  be  gathered  home  at  last. 
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Be  gathered  home 
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No.  105.     Will  There  Be  Any  Stars? 


E.  E.  Hewitt 

J 


Jno.  R.  Sweney. 


i    ^  .I 

1.  I     am  thinking  to-day     of  that  beau-  ti-ful  land  I  shall  reach  when  the 

2.  In  the  strength  of  the  Lord  let  me   la-bor  and  pray,  Let  me  watch  as    a 

3.  O  what  joy  will   it     be  when  his  face     I  be-hold,  Living  gems  at   his 
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sun  goeth  down ;  When  thro'  wonderful  grace  by  my  Sav-iour  I  stand,  Will  there 
win-ner  of  souls ;  That  bright  stars  may  be  mine  in  the  glorious  day ,  When  his 
feet  to  lay  down ;  It  would  sweeten  my  bliss  in   that  cit  -  y  of  gold, Should  there 
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be       an-  y  stars  in  my  crown  ?  1 

praise  like  the  seabillow  rolls.     J-  Will  there  be  any  stars, any  stars  in  my  crown, 

be       an-  y  stars  in  my  crown.  J 
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When  at    evening  the  sun 


t-f-z-t- 


eth   down  ? .  . . .  When  I  wake  with  the  blest 
go-eth  down  ? 


* *— *— * 1 
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In  the  mansions  of  rest,  Will  there  be    a  -  ny  stars  in  my  crown  ? .  .  . . 

an  -   y  stars  in  my  crown  ? 
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No.  106. 


Fanny  J.  Crosby. 


Yalley  of  Rest. 


WlH.  J.   KlRKPATRICK. 


1.  Val  -  ley    of       E  -  den,    be  -  yond    the    sea,     Ha  -  ven     of     rest, 

2.  Val  -  ley     of       E  -  den,   the  soul's  dear  home,  Bright  are  thy  hills, 

3.  Val  -  ley    of       E  -  den,    be  -  yond     the    sea,    Love  -  ly    thy  bow'rs, 
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tran-quil  and  blest;  Anchored  forev  -  er  we  soon  shall  be,  Gathered  with 
peace-ful  thy  rills;  Hap-py  for  -  ev  -  er  we  soon  shall  roam  O  -  ver  thy 
fadeless  thy  flow'rs:  Val-ley  of     E- den,  we  dream   of  thee,  Dream  of  thy 
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Je  -  sus  to  rest  ;  Songs  of  the  ransomed  are  float-  ing  in  air, 
bright  blooming  hills;  Thine  are  the  beau-ties  that  nev  -  er  de  -  cay, 
beau  -  ti  -  ful     bow'rs.   Friends  that  were  parted  with  rapture  shall  meet, 
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Waft  -    ed     to    earth     from  thy     re  -  gions  so      fair;       An  -  gels  are 
Thine      is    the   light       of    .  a     shad-  ow-less   day;       Voic  -  es      of 
Cast   -    ing  their  crowns   at     Im  -  man  -   u  -  el's    feet ;      Still    the  glad 
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ten  -  der  -  ly    call  -  ing  us   there,  Call  -  ing  the  wea  -  fy      to       rest, 
loved  ones  are  call  -  ing    a  -  way,    Home  to  thy  bright  blooming  hills, 
voic  -  es     of     an  -  gels  re  -  peat,    '  'Come  to  the   val  -  ley     of       flowers. ' ' 
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Valley  of  Rest.— Concluded. 


Chorus.  Repeat  pp. 
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Come,  come,  come,        come, 

Come  to  this  valley  of    E  -  den  fair,    Wea  -  ry  and  sor-row  op 
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pressed ; 
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Angels  are  tenderly  call-ing  ns  there,  Come  to  this  valley  of 
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Come,         come, 


rest, 
come,   Come   to  this  val-ley,  this  valley  of  : 
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No.  107.       Jesus,  Saviour,  Pilot  Me ! 


Rev.  Edward  Hopper. 
-rb"Q-d         IS  ■  -I- 


Pllot.    7s.  6  lines. 
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J.   E.  GOLH.D 
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1.  Je  -  sus,  Sav- iour,  pi    -    lot      me,     O-  ver  life's  tem-pest-uous  sea; 

2.  As      a    moth  -  er   stills  her  child,     Thou  canst  hush  the  o-cean  wild ; 

3.  When  at  last      I     near    the  shore,     And  the  fear  -  ful   breakers  roar 


Un  -  known  waves  before  me  roll,  Hid  -  ing  rock  and  treach 
Boist'rous  waves  o  -  bey  thy  will,  When  thou  say'st  to  them  ' 
'Twixt  me  and    the  peaceful  rest,     Then,  while  lean-ing    on 


'rous  shoal: 
'Be  still!" 
thy  breast, 


Chart  and  corn-pass  come  from  thee:  Je  -  sus,  Sav  -  iour,  pi 
Wondrous  So v' reign  of  the  sea,  Je  -  sus,  Sav  -  iour,  pi 
May     I     hear  thee  say      to       me,  "  Fear  not,   I       will    pi 
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No.  108.    When  I  Get  to  the  End  of  the  Way, 


W.  H.  Doane. 


tfflriii  H\& 


1.  My    life     is    a  wear-  i-some  journey,  I'm  sick  with  the  dust  and  the  heat; 

2.  I  know  there  are  hills  to  climb  upward,  And  oft     I    am  sighing   for    rest; 

3.  O     when  the  last  step  has  been  taken,    And  I       to  the  Cit- y  draw  near; — 
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The  rays  of  the  sun  beat  up- on  me,  The  bri-arsare  wounding  my  feet; 
But  he  who  appoints  me  my  pathway  Will  lead  me  as  seem-eth  him  best; 
When  beau-tiful  songs  from  the  an  -  gels  Are  waft-ed  with  joy    to  my  ear; — 
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But  the  Cit -y  to  which  I  am  go- ing  Will  more  than  my  trials  re-pay; 
For  I  know  in  his  word  he  has  promised  That  strength  he  will  give  as  my  day ; 
O  the  rapture  and  bliss  of  that  moment  Will  more  than  my  sorrow  re-  pay; 
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All  the  toils  of  the  road  wrill  seem  nothing  When  I  get  to  the  end  of  the  way. 
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Chorus. 
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All  the  toils  of  the  road,  toils  of  the  road,  Jesus  my  Saviour  will  more  than  repay; 
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When  I  Get  to  the  End  of  the  Way.— Concluded. 
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All  the  toils  of  the  road  will  seem  nothing,  When  I  get  to  the  end  of  the  way. 


No.  109. 

Fanny  J.  Crosby. 


Trusting  Jesus. 


W.  H.  Doane. 
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1.  Sim  -  ply  trust  -  ing    all    the  way,  Tak  -  ing    Je  -  sua     at    his  word; 

2.  Trusting  when   my  sky    is  bright, Trust-ing  when  my  heart  is    glad; 

3.  Trusting  when  'tis   well  with  me,  Trust-ing  what  -  so  -  e'er  be  -  fall; 

4.  Trusting, tho'  my  strength  may  fail,  Trust-ing  when  the  night  is     dim; 
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Sim  -  ply  trust- ing, when  I      pray,   Ev  -  'ry  prom  -  ise     of     my  Lord. 

Trust-ing  in       the  gloom  of   night,  When  my    ev  - 'ry    tho't  is     sad. 

Trust-ing  Je  -   sus'  love  for     me,     Sim  -  ply  trust  -  ing,  that    is      all. 

Trust-ing  till,    with -in    the   vail,     I       shall   an  -  chor  safe  with  him. 
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Chorus. 
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Sim- ply  trust-ing,   sim- ply  trust-ing,  Trusting    Je  -  sus,  that   is      all; 
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At    the  cross    of  Christ  I      fall,      Sim-  ply  trust-ing    that    is 
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all. 
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No.  110. 


Rev.  H.  J.  Zeuey. 


Heavenly  Sunlight. 
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1.  Walking  in    sun -light,   all    of   my  jour-ney;  O  -  ver  the  mountains, 

2.  Shadows   a  -  round  me,    shadows  a  -  hove    me,  Nev-er  con  -  ceal     my 

3.  In    the  bright  sun-light,   ev  -  er    re  -  joic-   ing,  Pressing  my  way      to 
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thro'  the  deep    vale; 
Sav  -  iour  and    Guide ; 
man-sions  a    -   bove; 
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Je  -  sus  has  said  I'll 
He  is  the  light,  in 
Sing-ing  his  prais  -  es, 
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nev  -  er  for  -  sake 
him  is  no  dark- 
glad-ly  I'm  walk 
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Chorus. 
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Prom-ise  di  -  vine  that  nev  -  er  can 
Ev  -  er  I'm  walk  -  ing  close  to  his 
Walk-ing   in    sun -light,  sun-light  of 
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fail, 
side. 
love. 
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heav-en-ly.  sun-light;  Flooding  my  soul  with  glo-ry  di  -  vine:      Hal-  le  - 
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lu  -  jah,     I   am  re-joic-ing,  Singing  his  prais -es,     Je-sus  is    mine. 
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No.  111.      No  Shadow  in  the  Yalley. 


E.  E.  Hewitt. 


Wm.  J.   KlRKPATRIOK. 
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1.  There's  no  shadow    iu    the  val-ley,  'tis  no  longer  lone  and  chill,  When  our 

2.  There's  no  shadow  in  the  valley  when  the  glory-light  shines  thro',  When  the 

3.  There's  no  shadow  in  the  valley,  since  the  Saviour  passed  that  way ;  Still  the 
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blessed  Jesus  conies  to  meet  us  there;  If  his  rod  and  staff  be  with  us,  then  our 

bright  and  pearly  gates  shall  open  wide,  And  the  golden  harps  of  heav-en  will  ring 

Light  of  Life  is  shining  for  his  own ;  He  will  chase  away  the  darkness,  he  will 
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souls  shall  fear  no  ill,  And  around  us  shall  en-camp  his    an  -  gels  fair, 
out       a  welcome  true, When  Ave  en- ter    in    the    cit  -  y      to      a  -  bide, 
turn    the  night  to  day,  Till  we  stand  be-  fore  the  rain-bow-  cir-cled  throne. 
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There's  no  shadow 


There's  no  shadow 


the  val-ley,  Leaning  on  our  Saviour  there ; 

in  the  valley,       Leaning  on  our  Saviour  there  ; 
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There's  no  shadow 


There's  no  shadow 
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the  valley,  Passing  to     the  mansions  fair, 

in  the  valley,        Passing  to  the  mansions  fair. 
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No.  112.    There  is  Pardon  at  the  Cross. 


Fanny.  J.  Crosby. 


W.  H.  Doane. 
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1.  There     is  par -don    at     the  cross  "W  here  my  Sav-iour    died;     I  -will 

2.  There    is  par -don  thro' the  blood  That  was  shed   for       all;      I  will 

3.  There     is  mer-cy    at    the  cross,  There  is    joy     and   peace;  I  will 
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go,  ( i  will  go,)  I  will  go;  (i  will  go;)  To  re  -  claim  the  sin  -  ner  lost 
go,  ( I  will  go.)  I  will  go;  (i  will  go;)  There's  a  balm  in  ev  -  'ry  drop 
go,  ( i    will  go.)   I    will   go;  (i  will  go;)  There  my  faith  will  make  me  whole, 


He      was   cru  -   ci  -    fied; 

For     the  wound-ed     soul; 

And     my  fear      will  cease ; 
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will  go, 
will  go, 
will    go, 


will  go,)  I  will  go. 
will  go,)  I  will  go. 
.will  go,)      I     will     go. 


£=fc 


jl.  jp-  -m.. 


It- 


-     i 


» 


£=r=p= 


±=t 


F 


Chorus. 
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Par  -  don  sweet, 

and  par -don 


free, 


Par -don  free, 
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cross  there  for  me; 

is    par-don  free  there  for  me  ; 


In   the  blessed,  blessed  cross, 
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There  is  Pardon  at  the  Cross.— Concluded. 
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Shall  ray  glo-ry  ev  -  er  be,  There  is  pardon  there  for 
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me,  par-don   free. 
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No.  113.  Whisper  it  to  Jesns. 


Wm.  J.    KlRKPATRICK. 

1    ■    ft — fc;— jv- 


1.  Are  you  wea-ry?  do  you  grieve?  Whisper  it    to  Je- 

2.  Can  you  not  your  bur-den  bear  ?  Whisper  it    to  Je  - 

3.  Are  you  lost  in  sin's  dark  night?  Whisper  it    to  Je- 
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sus,  whisper  it  to 
sus,  whisper  it  to 
sus,  whisper  it     to 
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Je  - sus ; 
Je  - sus; 
Je  -  sus; 


i=t 


gh  •  •  -0-  $T 

He     is   will-ing    to      re-lieve,  Whisper  it,  whis-per  it     to 

Ere    it   sinks  you  in     de-spair,  Whisper  it,  whis-per  it     to 

He   will  quickly  give  you  light,  Whisper  it,  whis-per  it    to 
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Je  -  sus.  Heart,by  worldly  cares  distressed,  He  will  take  you  to  his  breast, 
Je  -  sus.  Do  not  strug-gle  on  a- lone;  He  will  al-ways  help  his  own; 
Je  -  sus.   Let  your  soul  no  long-er  stray,  Je  -  sus   is    the   per '-  feet  way ; 
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Comfort  you  and  give  you  rest,  Whisper  it,  whisper  it  to  Je  -  sus. 
Only  make  your  weakness  known,  Whisper  it,  whisper  it  to  Je  -  sus. 
He  will  change  your  night  to  day,  Whisper  it,  whisper  it     to     Je  -  sus. 
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No.  114.        Abiding  and  Confiding. 


Rev.  A.  B.  Simpson. 
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I  have  learned  the  wondrous  secret 


L.  L.  Pickett. 
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1.  I  have  learned  the  wondrous  secret   Of      a  -  bid-ing    in      the   Lord; 

2.  I    am    cru  -  ci-fied  with  Je  -  sus,  And  he  lives  and  dwells  in     me, 

3.  All  my  cares    I   cast,   np-on  him,  And  he  bears  them  all      a-  way; 

4.  For  my  words  I  take  his  wis-doni,   For  my  works  his  Spir-  it's  pow'r, 
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I  have  found  the  strength  and  sweetness  Of  con  -  fid  -  ing  in  his  word; 
I  have  ceased  from  all  my  struggling,  'Tis  no  long-er  I,  but  he; 
All  my  fears  and  griefs  I  tell  him,  All  my  needs  from  day  to  day. 
For  my  ways  his   gracious  Presence    Guards  and  guides  me  ev'ry  hour. 
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I  have  tast  -  ed  life's  pure  fountain,  I  am  trust-ing  in  his  blood, 
All  my  will  is  yield-  ed  to  him,  And  his  Spir  -  it  reigns  with  -  in, 
All  my  strength  I  draw  from  Je-sus,  By  his  breath  I  live  and  move; 
Of   my  heart  he     is    the   Por-tion,    Of    my    joy  the  ceaseless  Spring; 
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I  have  lost  my-self  in  Je-sus,  I  am  sink-ing  in  -  to  God. 
And  his  precious  blood  each  moment  Keeps  me  cleans'd  and  free  from  sin. 
E'en  his  ver  -  y  mind  he  gives  me,  And  his  faith,  and  life,  and  love. 
Sav-iour,  Sane  -  ti  -  fi  -  er,  Keep-er,  Glorious  Lord  and  com -ing  King. 
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I'm    a  -   bid         -        -         ing   in    the  Lord,  And  con 

I'm     a   -   bid  -  ing    in     the  Lord,        I'm      a   -   bid  -  ing    in     the  Lord,  And  con  ■ 
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Abiding  and  Confiding.— Concluded. 


fid  ing  in     his  word,  And  I'm     hid 

fid -ing  in  his  word,       And  con  -  fid  -  ing  in  his  word,  And  I'm     hid- ing,  safe-ly 
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-    ing,  safe-ly    hid      -      -      ing,        In    the  bos  -  om  of 
hid- ing,    I       am    hid  -  ing,  safe-ly  hid- ing, 
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No.  115.     Jesus  Thy  Precious  Blood. 


Ida  Scott  Taylor. 


W.  H.  Doane. 
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1.  Je  -  sus  thy  precious  blood,       I  would  ex-tol,  Wash'd  in  its  crimson  flood, 

2.  O      may  thy  will  be  mine,  Saviour  and  Friend,  Lead  me  by  light  divine, 

3.  Since  thou  hast  pardoned  me,  Lord, I  am  thine;   Saved  evermore  by  thee, 
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I  shall  be 
My  steps  at 
By     grace  di 
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whole,    Cleans'dby      its  pow'r  I   know,  I       shall 

tend;   Lord,       I        am  blest   in -deed,  That    I 
•    vine;   Res  -   cued   from  sin's  a  -  byss,  Heir    of 
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Par  -  don  my 
Guide  and  de 
Sav  -  iour   Di 
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white  as  snow,  Save  me  from  end  -  less  woe, 
love  may  plead, Thou  wilt  supply  my  need, 
ter   -    nal  bliss,  What  can  I  ask    but      this, 
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No.  110. 


I  Must  Tell  Jesus. 


Rev.  Elisha  A.  Hoffman. 


I  must  tell  Je  -  sus  all  of  my  tri  -  als;  I  can -not  bear  these 
I  must  tell  Je  -  sus  all  of  mytroub-les;  He  is  a  kind,  corn- 
Tempted  and  tried  I  need  a  great  Sav-iour,  One  who  can  help  my 
O  how  the  world  to      e-  vil    al-  lures    me!  O   how  my  heart      is 
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bur -dens  a 
pas  -  sion-  ate 
bur  -  dens  to 
tempt-ed    to 


lone; 
Friend; 
bear; 
sin! 


In    my  dis-tress    he 
If      I     but   ask    him, 
I    must  tell  Je  -  sus, 
I    must  tell  Je  -  sus, 


kind-ly  will  help  me; 
he  will  de  -  liv  -  er, 
I   must  tell  Je  -  sus; 

and  he  will  help    me 
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He    ev-er   loves  and  cares  for  his  own 

Make  of  my  troub-les  quickly    an  end 

He  all   my  cares  and  sor-rows  will  share 

O  -  ver  the  world  the   vie -fry  to  win. 
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I  must  tell   Je  -  sus! 
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I  must  tell  Je-sus!    I   can-not  bear  my  burdens  a  -  lone;        I  must  tell 
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Je-sus!   I  must  tell  Je-sus!  Je-sus  can  help  me,  Je-sus  a  -  lone. 
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No.  117. 

Mrs.  Lydia  Baxter. 

zfcfcz=t 


Precious  Name. 


1.  Take  the  name  of  Je  -  sus  with  you,  Child  of     sorrow  and    of   woe; 

2.  Take  the  name  of  Je  -  sus    ev  -  er,    As       a   shield  from  ev-'ry  snare; 

3.  O        the  precious  name  of    Je  -  sus!  How  it  thrills  our  souls  with  joy 

4.  At      the  name  of  Je  -  sus  bow-  ing,  Fall-  ing  pros-trate  at     his  feet, 
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It      will  joy  and  corn-fort  give     you, Take    it   then  where'er  you  go. 
If      temp-tations  'round  yougath  -  er,  Breathe  that  ho  -  ly  name  in  pray'r. 
"When  his  lov  -  ing  arms  re  -  ceive     us,  And  his  songs  our  tongues  employ ! 
King  of  kings  in  heav'n  we'll  crown  him,  When   our  jour-ney  is   com-plete. 
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Chorus. 


cious     name, 


how     sweet! 


Fre-  cious  name, 


O     how  sweet ! 


Use 


Hope     of     earth    and     joy      of     heav'n,   Pre  -  cious  name, 

Pre- cious  name, 
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O    how      sweet!     Hope  of     earth  and    joy      of    heav'i 

O     how    sweet,    how    sweet ! 


m 


t 


\ 


£=*- 


Copyright,  1898,  bj  W.  H  Dosne. 


119 


f" 


tfo.  118. 

Mrs.  Clara  M.  Wilson. 
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Trust  In  His  Promise. 


W.  H.  Doane. 
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1.  O         let     us  live  near-er     to      Je  -  sus  our  Lord,  And   fol- low  more 

2.  Live  near  -  er    to     Je  -  sus  by  watching  and  pray'r,  And  help-ing  each 

3.  To     faith  add-ing   patience,  for  -  give-ness,  and  love,  O       live     to    in  - 
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the  light    of     his  word;    Be-  liev  -  ing  the  prom-  ise  while 
our  bur- dens  to    bear;     In   kind- ness  un  -  wea  -  ried,   in 
the  king- dom   a-  bove;  And  then  when  our  jour  -  ney     is 
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here  we  a  -  bide,  For  all  that's  be  -  fore  us  bis  grace  will  pro-  vide, 
tern-  per  se  -  rene,  Let  Christian  ex  -  am  -  pie  be  con-stant-ly  seen, 
end  -  ed   be  -  low,    To     Je  -  sus,  our  Sav-iour,  re  -  joic- ing  we'll    go. 
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that  his  hand  was  our  guide  in    the  past,  We   know  he  will 

ney  thro' life     be    as  clear   as   the   sun;   Thro' sor  -  row  and 

on  the  shore  we  shall  rest    ev-er-more,  And  hail  him     in 
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crown  must  be  won.  [- Then  trust  in    the  prom -ise   he 
sor  -  row    is      o'er.  J 
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Trust  In  His  Promise.— Concluded. 
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ve    near  -  er  to     Je  -  sus  our  Lord. 


gives    in  his  word,  And  dai  -  ly  rive    near  -  er  to 
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No.  119. 

D.  B.  P. 


The  Palace  Gate  of  Prayer. 


D.   B.   PlJRINTON. 


1.  At  the  pal -ace  gate  con-fess-ing 

2.  At  the  pal  -  ace  gate    a  -  bid-  ing, 

3.  At  the  pal  -  ace  gate    to  -  geth-  er, 

4.  At  the  pal  -  ace  gate    of   heav-en, 


All  otir  sor-  row,  all  our  care, 
We  are  free  from  ev-'ry  snare, 
We  shall  find  our  Sav-iour  near, 
Bless-ed    spir- its     liu-ger  there, 
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Peace  we  find,  aud  joy  and  blessing,  At  the  roy  -al 
In  the  King  himself  con- fid -ing,  At  the  roy -al 
And  re-joice  in  him  for  -  ev  -  er,  At  the  roy -al 
Glo  -  ry  crowned  and  sin  forgiv  -  en,  At  the  roy  -  al 


pal-ace  gate  of  pray 'r. 

pal-ace  gate  of  pray' r. 

pal -ace  gate  of  pray 'r. 

pal-ace  gate  of  pray'r. 
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We  are  wait- ing,  humbly  wait -ing, 
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At  the   pal -ace  gate  of  pray'r; 
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O-  pen,  Lord,  that  we  may  en  -  ter    At  the   roy-al  palace  gate  of  pray'r. 
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His  Way  with  Thee. 


Rev.  Cyrus  S.  Nusbaum. 
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1.  Would  you  live      for     Je  -  sus,  and  be  al  -  ways  pure    and  good  ? 

2.  Would  you  have  him  make  you  free,  and  fol  -  low    at       his    call? 

3.  Would  you    in      his  king-  dom  find       a  place     of     con  -  stant  rest  ? 
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you  walk  with  him  with-in  the  nar  -  row  road  ?  Would  you  have  him 
you  know  the  peace  that  comes  by  giv  -  ing  all  ?  Would  you  have  him 
you  prove  him  true  each  prov  -  i  -  den  -  tial  test  ?  Would  you  in     his 
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bear  your  burden,  car  -  ry  all  your  load  ?  Let  him  have  his  way  with  thee, 
save  you,  so  that  you  need  nev  -  er  fall  ?  Let  him  have  his  way  with  thee, 
serv-  ice    la  -  bor    al  -  ways  at    your  best  ?  Let  him  have  his  way  with  thee. 
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His  pow'r    can  make  you  what  you  ought     to       be;     His  blood     can 
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heart  and  make  you  free;  His    love    cat 
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cleanse  your  heart  and  make  you  free;  His    love    can     fill  your  soul,  and 

JL.  .    -*.     -F-  . 


Copyright,  1899,  by  H.  L.  Gilmour.     Used  by  per. 


122 


His  Way  with  Thee.— Concluded. 
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you    will     see  'Twas   best      for  him      to  have    his     way   with    thee. 
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No.  121.        Keep  Thou  Thine  Own. 


Fanny  J.  Crosby. 


W.  H.  Doane. 
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1.  Now    at      a  throne     of    grace,    Thy       dear 

2.  Uu  -  der  thy  might  -  y   wings,     Naught  sure 

3.  When  from  the  shores  of     time,     Thy      word,      Lord,  com  -  mands, 


mer  -  cy  seat, 

can       mo     -     lest, 
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Lord,    in    thy    ho  -   ly  name  Once  more  we 

There  from  the  tempter 'spow'r,  Safe  shall  we 

Home   to    our  Fa-ther's  house,  Made  not  with 


meet;       Each     heart  its 

rest;       There   love    its 

hands;       Then      by     the 
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bur  -  den  brings,  O  Sav  -  iour,  King  of  Kings,  Un 
ban  -  ner  flings,  There  faith  ex  -  pect  -  ant  sings,  Un 
liv  -  ing  springs,     O         Sav  -  iour,  King    of  Kings,      Be 
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might-y  wings,  Keep  thou  thine 

might-y  wings,  Keep  thou  thine 

might-y  wings,  Keep  thou  thine 
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Keep  thou  thine 
Keep  thou  thine 
Keep  thou     thine 
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No.  122. 


C.  F. 


Never  Alone. 

May  be  sung  as  a  Duet  and  Chorus. 


J.  C.  H.  and  V.  A.  White 
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1.  Lone-ly  ?  no,  not  lone  -  ly  While  Jesus  standeth  by ;       His  presence  always 

2.  Wea-ry  ?  no,  not  wea  -  ry  While  leaning  on  his  breast;  My  soul  hath  full  en- 

3.  Waiting?  O  yes,  waiting;  He   bade  me  watch  and  wait;  I    on-  ly   wonder 
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cheers  me ;  I  know  that  he    is  nigh.    Friendless  ?  no,  not  friendless,  For  Jesus 
joy-ment,  'Tishis     e-ter-nal  rest.   Helpless?  yes,  so  help-less;  But,  I    am 
oft  -  en,  What  makes  my  Lord  so  late.  Joy-  f ul  ?  yes,  so  joy  -  f ul,  With  joy  too 
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is       my  Friend;  I  change,  but  he    remain-eth  The  same  un  -  to   the  end. 
lean-  ing  hard  On  the  might-y  arms  of   Je-  sus,  And  he     is  keeping  guard, 
deep  for  words;  A      precious,  sure  founda-tion, The  joy  that  is    my  Lord's. 
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No,  never  a  -  lone, no,  never  a  -  lone, ....  He  has  promised  never  to 

No,  no,  never  alone,         No,  no,  never  alone: 
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leave  me,    Nev  -  er  to  leave  me  a  -  lone; 
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Nev-er  to  leave  me  a  -  lone. 
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No.  123.         Sunshine  Every  Day. 


WM.  J.   KlRKPATRICK. 


1.  Hap-py   are   the  peo  -  pie  whose  trust  ia   in    the  Lord,  Walking  with  the 

2.  Walking  with  the  Mas  -  ter    we   find  our  sweetest  joy,    Working  for    his 

3.  All    his  ransoni'd  chil-dren  a  victor's  crown  shall  wear,   He   will  guide  us 
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Sav  -  iour,  rest-  ing  on   his  word ;  Trusting  in    his  prom-ise  tho'  dark  may 

king-dom,    O  what  blest  employ!  Fol-lowin    his  foot-steps  a -long   the 

on  -  ward    to   the  mansions  fair;  Nev-  er  will  he  leave  us,  his  love  shall 
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be  the  way,  Je  -  sus  dwelling  in  the  heart  Makes  sunshine  ev-'ry  day. 
nar-row  way, — Je  -sus  dwelling  in  the  heart  Makes  sunshine  ev-'ry  day. 
light  the  way,     Je  -  sus  dwelling  in  the  heart  Makes  sunshine  ev-'ry  day. 
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Sun  -  shine     ev  -  'ry  day,    Sun  -  shine  all 


the  way,    Je  -  sus  dwell-  in^ 


Copyright,  1901,  by.  Wm.  J.  Kirkpatrick 
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No.  124.  Not  One  Forgotten. 

"  Not  one  of  them  is  forgotten  before  God."— Luke  12:  6. 
May  be  sung  as  a  Solo  and  Chorus. 


E.  E.  Hewitt. 


H.  L.  Gilmour. 
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1.  There's   a    word    of   ten  -  der  beau-ty     In     the    say-  ings   of    our  Lord, 

2.  Though  I'm  least    of   all     his  children,  So     un  -  wor  -  thy   of    his    love, 

3.  O         the  wound-ed  hands  of    Je-sus    All  the  springs  of  life  con  -  trol, 
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How  it  stirs  the  heart  to  mu  -  sic,  Wak-ing  grat  -  itude's  sweet  chord ; 
Yet,  forme,  there's  kind  remembrance  In  the  Fa  -  ther-heart  a  -  bove; 
Is    there  an    -   y    ill     can  harm  me  While  his  blood    is    on    my  soul  ? 
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For 
He 
Let 
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it    tells    me  that ' '  Our  Father, "  From  his  throne  of    roy  -  al  might, 
will   ev  -   er  save    and  keep  me,  He  will  guide  me  on    the  way: 
me,  like    the    lit  -  tie  sparrow,   Trust  him  where  I    can-  not    see, 
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Cho. — In    my    Fa-ther's  bless-ed  keeping       I     am    hap  -  py,  safe,  and  free ; 
v  D.  S.   Chorus. 
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Bends  to    note     a    fall-  ing  sparrow,  For    'tis  pre-  cious  in    his 
For     my  Sav  -  iour  gen-  tly  whispers,  ' '  Are  ye  not  much  more  than 
In       the    sun-shine  and  the  shad-ow,  Sing-ing,  "He   will  care  for 
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While  his  eye      is     on   the  spar-row 
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f or:  got  -  ten    be. 
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No.  125.    Though  Your  Sins  he  as  Scarlet. 


"  Though  your  sins  be  as  scarlet,  they  shall  be  as  white  as  snow." — Isaiah  1 :  18. 
Fanny  J.  Crosby.  W.  H.  Doane. 

Duet.  Gently.  I  ~\   ,   2r 
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1.  "Tho' jour  sins  be     as  scar-let,  They  shall  be  as  white  as  snow;  as  snow; 

2.  Hear  the  voice  that  entreats  you,  O       re-turn  ye  un  -  to   God!    to  God! 

3.  He'll  forgive  your  transgressions,  And  remember  them  no  more;  no  more; 
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Tho'  they   be  red like  crim  -son,  They  shall  be     as   wool;  " 

He       is      of  great com-  pas-  sion,  And    of    wondrous  love; 

"  Look  un  -  to  me, ye    peo-ple, "  Saith  the  Lord  your  God; 
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1  Tho'  your  sins  be       as    scar  -  let,  Tho'  your  sins  be      as   scar  -  let, 

Hear  the  voice  that   en-treats  you,  Hear  the  voice  that  en-treats  you, 

He'll  for -give  your  transgressions,  He'll  for- give  your  transgressions, 
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They  shall  be      as  white    as  snow,  They  shall  be      as  white    as   snow. ' ' 
O         re-  turn     ye     un  -  to    God !  O        re  -  turn    ye     un  -  to     God ! 
And     re-  mem  -  ber  them   no  more,  And  re-  mem  -  ber  them    no   more. 
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No.  126.    I  Am  Resting  in  the  Saviour's  Love. 


"  We  which  have  believed  do  enter  into  rest."— Heb.  4  :  3. 


Rev 

.  E.  A.  Hoffman. 

D.  E.  DORTCH. 
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1.  0  my  heart  is  thrilled  with  wondrous  joy  to-dajM 
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I 

am  rest-ing  in 

the 

2.   At  the  fount-aiu     opened  for  the   soul  un-clean, 

I 

am  resting  in 

the 

3.  All  my  doubts  are  vanished,  all  my  fears  are  gone 

I 

am  rest-ing  in 

the 

4.  O    the  bliss  and   rapture!  O  the  wondrous  place 

.  I 

am  rest-ing  in 

the 

5.  So     I     live     re  -  joic-ing  in  his    love  each  day, 

I 

am  rest-ing  in 

the 
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Sav-iour's  love;  Christ,  the  Lord,  has  taken  all  my  sins    a  -  way,    I  am 

Sav-iour's  love;  Trusting  in     his  grace  I  ventured  free  -  ly     in,     I  am 

Sav-iour's  love;  When  I  trust- ed     Je-sus,   lo !  the  work  was  done,  I  am 

Sav-iour's  love;  I     have    nev  -  er  known  so  pure  a    joy    as   this,    I  am 

Sav-iour's  love ;  I      am  walk-ing  with  him  in  the  nar-  row  way,  I  am 
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rest-ing  in     the  Saviour's  love. 
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I      am  resting,  sweet    -     ly  resting, 

sweetly,  sweetly 
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I     am   rest-ing    in     the   Sav-iour's  love; 


in     the  Sav-iour's  love. 
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No.  127. 


For  You  and  For  Me. 


Win.  U.  Thompson. 
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Very  slow,   p 
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1.  Soft  -  ly  and  tender-ly    Je-sus  is  calling,     Calling  for  you  and  for  me; 

2.  Why  should  we  tarry  when  Jesus  is  pleading,  Pleading  for  you  and  for  ine  ? 

3.  Time  is  now  fleeting,  the  moments  are  passing,  Passing  from  you  and  from  me; 

4.  0       for  the  wonderful  love  he  has  promised,  Promised  for  you  and  for  me; 
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See  on  the  portals  he's  waiting  and  watching,  Watching  for  you  and  for  me. 
Why  should  we  linger  and  heed  not  his  mercies,  Mer-cies  for  you  and  for  me. 
Shadows  are  gath-er-ing,  death  beds  are  coming,  Coming  for  you  and  for  me. 
Tho'  we  have  sinned  he  has  mercy  and  par-don,      Pardon  for  you  and  for  me. 
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Come  home,      come    home,  Ye  who  are  wea-ry,  come 

Come  home,  come  home 
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Earnestly,  tender-ly,   Je-sus  is  calling,   Calling,  O  sinner,  come  home! 
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No.  128.    All  the  Way  My  Saviour  Leads. 


F.  J.  C. 


Robert  Lowry-,  D.  D. 
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1.  All   the  way   my  Saviour  leads  me,  What  have   I        to  ask  be -side? 

2.  All   the  way   my  Saviour  leads  me,  Cheers  each  winding  path  I     tread; 

3.  All   the  way   my  Saviour  leads  me;0        the  ful  -  ness  of  his    love! 
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Can      I   doubt  his  ten-  der  mer  -  cy,  Who  thro'  life  has  been  my  guide  ? 

Gives  me  grace   for  ev  - 'ry    tri  -  al,  Feeds  me  with  the    liv-ing  bread; 

Per  -  feet  rest     to  me     is  prom-isedln       my    Fa-ther'shousea-bove; 
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Heav'nly  peace,  di  -  vin-est    com  -  fort, 
Tho'   my    wea  -  ry  steps  may  fal  -  ter, 
When  my  spir-it,clothed,im-mor  -  tal, 


Here  by  faith     in  him  to  dwell! 
And    my  soul      a-thirstmay  be, 
Wings  its  flight  to  realms  of    day, 
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I  know, what  e'er  be  - 
ing  from  the  Rock  be  - 
my  song  thro'  end-less 


fall     me, 

fore    me, 
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Je-sus  do-eth  all  things  well; 
Lo!  a  spring  of  joy  I  see; 
-Je-sus    led    me  all     the    way; 
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I  know,whate'er  be  - 
ing  from  the  Rock  be  ■ 
my  song  thro'  end-less 


fall    me,    Je  -  sus    do  -  eth    all  things  well, 
fore  me,    Lo!   a  spring  of    joy      I      see. 
a  -  ges — Je-sus    led  me    all    the    way. 
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No.  129. 


Hiding  in  Thee. 


Rev.  William  O.  Cushing 
N         IN 


Ira  D.  Saiykey. 


r 

1.  O  safe      to     the     Rock      that      is        high  -  er      than      I, 

2.  In    the  calm     of     the     noon  -  tide,     in        sor  -  row's  lone  hour, 

3.  How         oft      in     the      con    -   flict,  when    press'd  by      the  foe, 
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My  soul        in       its      con  -  flicts   and      sor  -   rows  would    fly; 

In  times   when  temp  -  ta   -    tion    casts     o'er       me       its    pow'i 

I    have  fled        to       my      Ref   -    uge     and  breath'd  out      my     woe; 
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So  sin    -   ful,      so       wea    -    ry,    thine,  thine  would     I 

In   the  tem  -  pests     of       life,        on       its  wide,  heav  -  ing 

How  oft    -    en,   when    tri    -     als      like  sea    -     bil  -  lows 
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roll, 
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Chorus. 
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Thou  blest  <;Rock  of  A-ges,"  I'm  hid-ing  in  thee. 
Thou  blest  '  'Rock  of  A-ges, "  I'm  hid-ing  in  thee. 
Have  I  hid  -  den  in  thee,   O  thou  Rock  of    my  soul. 
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Hid-  ing   in  thee, 
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Hid  -  ing    in  thee,  thou  blest  "Rock  of  A  -  ges,"  I'm   hid  -  ing    in  thee. 
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No.  130. 


I  am  Anchored  Safe. 


Fanny  J.  Crosby. 
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W.  H.  Doane. 
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1.  There  is    joy    in  my  heart  all  the  day  (all  the  day,)  A ud  the  song  that   I 

2.  There  is  peace  in  my  heart  all  the  day,  (all  theday,)For    I    know  my  Re- 

3.  There  is   love   in  my  heart  all  the  day,  (all  the  day,)  And  the  law   of    the 
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sing  is  ev-er  new,  (ev-er  new,) 
deemer  still  is  near,  (still  is  near.) 
Lord  is  my  de-light,  (my  delight,) 
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I  have  an  -  chored  my  hope  on  the 
O  he  tells  me  of  rest,  that  shall 
And  a    man  -  sion      e  -  ter  -  nal       is 
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Rift  -  ed  Rock,  And  its  clear 
yet  be  mine,  And  his  voice 
wait)-  ing    me,     In    the    home 
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flow- ing   wa-ter     I       view,    (i   view. 

in    my   spir  -  it       I       hear,     (i    hear. 

that  with  glo  -  ry     is    bright,  (is  bright 
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I    am   an  -  chored, and  se-cure,                  And    I  dread  not  the 

I     am    anchored,                     and   se-cure. 
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stormy  waves  that  roll,  I    am  an  -chored firm  and 

waves  that  roll,  I       am    an-chored 
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I  am  Anchored  Safe.— Concluded. 


sure,  (firm  and  sure,)  Safe-  ly       anchored  on    the  Rock     of     my     soul. 
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No.  131.        Such  a  Friend  is  Jesus. 
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James  Rowe. 
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Wm.  J.  Kirkpatrick. 
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'Tis  sweet  to  have   a  faith-ful  friend  On  whom  we  ev  -  er  may   de-  pend, 

'Tis  sweet  to  have  a  friend  who  cheers  Our  spir-its  thro'  the  try-  ing  years, 

'Tis  sweet  to  have  a  friend  whose  love  Doth  ev-  'ry  fear  of  death  re-move, 

O  heart  of  grief,  O  child  of      sin,     O  burden 'd  one,  if  you  would  win, 
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Whose  love  will  last  un-til    the     end,  And 

Who   ban-  ish-  es  our  doubts  and  fears,  And 

And     fit     us   for   the  home  a  -  bove,  And 

The    best  of  friends,  let  Je-sus    in,  For 
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such  a  friend  is 

such  a  friend  is 

such  a  friend  is 
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Chorus. 


Such  a  friend  is    Je  -  sus,    Such  a  friend  is 
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Je  -  sus;  Whatev-  er  may  be 
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fall,  The    tru  -  est  friend  of    all       Is      Je  -  sus,  bless  -  ed       Je 
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No.  132.     This  is  a  Faithful  Saying. 


E.  E.  Hewitt. 


Geo.  T.  Kirkpatrick. 
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Hear  the  precious  gos-pel  sto 
Now  ac-cept  this  ' '  faithful  say 
All  your  sins  shall  be  for  -  giv 
Grasp  a-new  this  ' '  faithful  say 
Free  -  ly  take  the  great  sal  -  va  - 


ry,  Told  to  sinners  long  a  - 
ing,  "Let      it  draw  you  to    his 

en,  Wash'd  in  Calv'ry's  stream 
ing,"  Trust-ing  Je-sus,  doubt  no 
tion    Bought  up-on  the  cross  for 
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O       what  comfort,  O  what  glo   -   ry, 
Come  to  him,  no  more  de  -  lay  -  ing, 
All    your  fet-ters  shall  be    riv   -    en, 
Press-ing  onward,  watching,  pray-ing, 
Bow   the  heart  in    ad  -  o  -  ra  -  tion, 
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From  this  bless-ed  truth  shall  flow. 
Find     in    him   de-liv-'rance  sweet. 
All     your  darkness  flee     a  -  way. 
En   -    ter    ev  -  'ry      o  -  pen   door. 
Give  your  life     in    serv-ice    true. 
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is    a  faithful   say  -  ing,  This  is    a  faithful  say- ing,  This  is    a  faithful 
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ing,  And  worthy    of  all    ac-cep  -  ta  -  tion,  That  Christ  Je-  sus  came,  That 
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Christ  Jesus  came,  That  Christ  Jesus  came  into  the  world  to  save 
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No.  133. 


Nailed  to  the  Cross. 


Mrs.  Frank  A.  Breck. 

Duet.  Ad  lib. 


Grant  Colfax  Tuilar. 
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1.  There  was  One  who   was  willing  to  die       in      my  stead  That     a 

2.  He       is     ten  -  der    and  lov-  ing  and  pa  -  tient  with  me,    While  he 

3.  I        will  cling     to     my  Sav-iour  and  nev  -  er      de  -  part — I       will 
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soul,     so    un- worth-  y,  might  live.  And  the  path     to    the  cross   he    was 
cleans-es    my  heart    of     its   dross,  But  "  there's  no  condemnation  " — I 
joy  -   ful  -  lv  jour  -  ney  each  day,   With   a   song    on    my  lips    and    a 
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willing  to  tread,  All  the  sins  of  my  life  to  for-give. 

know  I  am  free,  For  my  sins  are  all  nailed  to  the  cross.  \  They  are  nailed  to  the  cross, 

song  in  my  heart, That  my  sins  have  been  taken  away. 
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they  are  nailed  to  the  cross,  O  how  much  he  was  willing    to  bear!  With  what 


If^f"^ 


*=*: 


P^ 


F-  B 


-v— y 


■v — ?- 


V-—?1- 


-£— V- 


_^=^2. 


^=t=4 


— | — v-V 

anguish  and  loss,  Jesus  went  to  the  cross!  And  he  carried  my  sins  with  him  there 
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No.  134. 


The  Gospel  Bells. 


S.  W.  M. 


Allegro. 


S.  Wesley  Martin. 
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1.  The  gos-pel  bells  are  ring-ing      O  -  ver  land  from  sea   to     sea;  Bless-ed 

2.  The  gos-pel  bells  in-vite   us      To    a  feast  pre-pared  for    all;  Do    not 

3.  The  gos-pel  bells  are  joy-ful,     Astheyech-o      far  and  wide,  Bearing v 
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news  of  free  sal-va-tion   Do  they  of-fer  you  and  me.  "For  God  so  loved  the 

slight  the  in-vi  -  ta-tion,  Nor  re-ject  the  gracious  call.  "I      am  the  bread  of 

notes  of  perfect  par-don,  Thro'  a  Saviour  cru-  ci  -  fied.  ' '  Good  tidings  of  great 
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world  That  his  on-ly  Son  he  gave,  Who-so-e'er  believ-eth   in  him 
life;     Eatof  Me,thou  hungry  soul;  Tho' your  sins  be  red  as  crimson, 
joy       To  all  peo-ple  I   do  bring,  Un  -  to  you  is  born  a  Sav-iour, 
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lasting  life  shall  have."  ") 

be      as  white  as  wool."  [•  Gospel  bells,  how  they  ring, 


Christ,  the  Lord  and  King. "  J 
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Over  land  from  sea  to 
how  they  ring, 
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sea;     Gos-pel  bells,  free-ly  bring  Blessed  news  to  you  and  me. 

Gospel  bells,  freely  bring 
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No.  135. 

Fanny  J.  Crosby. 


A  Few  More  Marchings  Weary. 


W.  H.  Doane. 


=t 


4 


4-r-l 


B 


**Ffr-rrry 


:^= : 


1.  A  few  more  marchings  weary,  Then  we'll  gather  home;  A  few  more 

2.  A  few  more  nights  of  weeping,  Then  we'll  gather  home;  A  few  more 

3.  A  few  more  sweet  links  broken,  Then  we'll  gather  home;  A  few  more 
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storm-clouds  dreary,  Then  we'll  gather  home;  A  few  more  days  the  cross  to 
watch  -  es  keeping,  Then  we'll  gather  home;  A  few  more  vict'ries  o  -  ver 
kind  words  spoken,   Then  we'll  gather  home;  A   few  more  partings   on  the 
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marchings  weary, 
marchings  weary, 
marchings  weary, 


bear, 
sin, 

strand 
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And  then  with  Christ  a  crown  to  wear;  A  few  more 
A  few  more  sheaves  to  gath-er  in,  A  few  more 
And  then    a  -  way  to  Canaan's  land;  A  few  more 
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No  more  marchings  weary,  When    we  gath-er   home. 
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No.  136.    Let  Jesus  Come  Into  Your  Heart. 


C.  H.  M. 

IL     ft     ^ 

Mrs.  C.  H.  Morris. 
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1.  If  you  are  tired  of  the  load  of  your  siu,   Let  Jesus  come  in 

2.  If    'tis  for  pur-ity  now  that  you  sigh,   Let  Jesus  come  in 

3.  If  there's  a  tempest  your  voice  cannot  still,   Let  Jesus  come  in 

4.  If  friends,  once  trusted,  have  proven  untrue,  Let  Jesus  come  in 

5.  If  you  would  join  the  glad  songsof  the  blest,  Let  Jesus  come  in- 

-£-#-r#— •— •— • •  i  *  '    '      '      4 


to  your  heart; 
to  your  heart; 
to  your  heart; 
to  your  heart; 
to  your  heart ; 
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If  you  de-sire  a  new  life  to  be-gin,  Let  Je-sus  come  in-to  your  heart. 
Fountains  for  cleansing  are  flowing  near  by,  Let  Je-sus  come  in-to  your  heart. 
If  there's  a  void  this  world  never  can  fill,  Let  Je-sus  come  in-to  your  heart. 
Find  what  a  Friend  he  will  be  unto  you,  Let  Je-sus  come  in-to  your  heart. 
If  you  would  enter  the  mansions  of-rest,  Let  Je-sus  come  in-to  your  heart. 
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Just    now,  your  doubtings  give  o'er;    Just   now,    re  -  ject  him  no 
5th.  v.  Just    now,  my  doubtings  are   o'er;    Just    now,    re-ject-ing   no 
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more ; 
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Just  now,  throw  o  -  pen  the  door ;  Let  Je-sus  come  in  -  to  your  heart. 
Just  now,     I      o  -  pen   the  door;  And  Je-sus  comes  in  -  to     my  heart. 
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No.  137.      The  Comforter  lias  Come ! 


"  I  will  pray  the  Father,  and  he  ahall  give  you  another  Comforter,  that  he  may 
abide  with  you  for  ever." — John  14:  16. 

WM.  J.  KlRKPATRICK. 


Rev.  F.  Bottome,  D.  D. 
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1 .  O     spread  the   tid  -  ings  round,  wher  -  ev   -   er   man    is  found,  Wher  ■ 

2.  The  long,  long  night  is     past,  the  morn  -  ing  breaks  at  last;  And 

3.  Lo,    the   great  King  of    kings,  with   heal  -  ing     in      his  wings,    To 

4.  O    bound-  less  Love  di  -  vine!  how  shall  this  tongue  of  mine  To 

5.  Sing,  till     the  ech  -  oes     fly  a  -  bove   the   vault  -  ed  sky,  And 
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ev  -  er  human  hearts  and  hu-man  woes  a- bound ;  Let  ev  - 'ry  Christian 
hush'd  the  dreadful  wail  and  fu  -  ry  of  the  blast,  As  o'er  the  gold-en 
ev  -  'ry  cap-tive  soul  a  full  deliv'rance  brings;  And  thro'  the  va-cant 
wond'riug  mortals  tell  the  matchless  grace  di-vine — That  I,  a  child  of 
all  the  saints  a  -  bove  to  all  be  -  low  re  -  ply,  In  strains  of  end-less 
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D.S. — Ho-ly  Ghost  from  heav'n,  The  Father's  promise  giv'n;  O  spread  the  tid-ings 
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tongue  pro-claim  thejoy-ful  sound: 
hills     the    day      ad-van- ces    fast! 
cells    the   song      of   triumph  rings: 
sin,  should  in      his  im-age  shine! 
love,    the   song  that  ne'er  will  die: 
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has  come! 
has  come! 
has  come! 
has  come! 
has  come ! 
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round,  Wher-ev  -  er  man   is  found — The    Com  -  fort  -   er 
Chorus. 
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has  come! 


D.S 


* 


m 


The    Com- fort -er    has    come,    The    Com  -  f  ort  -  er    has    come!     The 
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No.  138.    Tell  Me  the  Old,  Old  Story. 


Kate  Hankey. 


Rom.  3 :  24. 


W.  H.  Doans. 


1.  Tell  me  the  old,  old    sto  -  ry    Of    unseen  things  a 

2.  Tell  me  the  sto -ry   slow -ly, That  I    may  take    it 

3.  Tell  me  the  sto  -  ry   soft  -  ly,  With  earnest  tones,  and 

4.  Tell  me  the  same  old  sto  -  ry,  When  you  have  cause  to 
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fear  That  this  world's 
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and  his      glo  -  ry,    Of     Je  -  sus  and    his  love.        Tell  me  the  sto-  ry 

ful   re  -  demption,  God's  rem-e  -  dy     for  sin  Tell  me  the  sto- ry 

I'm  the      sin  -  ner  Whom  Je  -  sus  came  to  save.         Tell  me  that  sto- ry 

empty       glo  -  ry     Is     cost  -  ing  me    too  dear.  Yes,  and  when  that  world's 
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sim  -  ply,  As     to     a       lit  -  tie  child ;  For    I      am 

oft  -  en,  For   I      for -get    so  soon;  The  ear  -  ly 

al  -  ways.  If      you  would  really    he,      In    an  -  y 

glo  -  ry  Is     dawning  on    my   soul,  Teach  me  the 
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weak  and  wea  -  ry, 

dew    of  morning 

time  of  troub-le, 

old,     old  sto  -  ry, 


t       I        I 


& 


1e=se§ 


Chorus. 


:q^ 

n 


zq=^lzq=i^=^=3 

-<§M- "^S #-•—  Z— 0 0- 

-&-  •  -0-    -#-•    * 


— A— K- 


m 

And  help-  less  and  de  -  filed. 
Has  passed  a  -  way  at  noon 
A  com  -  fort-er  to  me. 
;  Christ  Jesus  makes  thee  whole. ' ' 
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Tell  me  the  old,  old  sto  -  ry,     Tell  me  the 
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old,  old  sto  -  ry,     Tell  me  the  old,  old  sto  -  ry  Of  Je-  sus  and  his  love 
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No.  139.      I  Love  to  Tell  the  Story. 


Kate  Hankey. 


W.  G.  Fischer      By  per. 


I  love  to  tell  the  sto  -  ry  Of  unseen  things  a  -  bove,  Of  Je  -  sus 
I  love  to  tell  the  sto  -  ry !  More  wonder-  ful  it  seems  Than  all  the 
I  love   to  tell     the  sto  -  ry! 'Tis  pleasant  to      re-peat  What  seems  each 


the  sto 


ry !  For  those  who  know  it  best   Seem  hun-ger 

IN 


HHM 


and  his  glo  -  ry, 
gold-  en  fan  -  cies 
time    I     tell      it, 
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Of       Je-sus  and  his  love!     I     love  to  tell   the 
Of       all    our  golden  dreams.   I     love  to  tell   the 
More  won-der-  ful  -  ly  sweet.     I     love  to  tell   the 
ing     and  thirsting      To      hear  it,    like  the  rest.  And  when,  in  scenes  of 
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sto-  ry!    Be-cause  I  know 'tis    true;     It     sat-is-fies   my  long-ings, 
sto-  ry!     It    did    so  much  for     me!    And  that    is  just  the    rea-son 
sto-  ry!  For  some  have  nev-er     heard  The  mes-sage  of     sal  -  va  -  tion 
-glo  -  ry,     I     sing  the  new,  new  song,  'Twill  be    the  old,  old    sto  -  ry 


As     noth-ing  else  can      do. 
fLgSwoT-^  WoS  [  J  >™  *•  *"  the  sto -ry, -Twin  be  my 
That    I  havelov'dso     long. 
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theme  in  glo  -  ry,    To  tell  the  old,  old  sto-  ry,     Of  Je  -  sus  and  His  love. 
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No.  140. 

Mrs.  Mary  D.  James. 


God's  Promises. 


WM.  J.   KlftKPATRICK. 
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1.  O,     glo- 

2.  No   fail 

3.  Be-liev 


rious  prom-is  -  es      of     God!  Each   one 
lire     in     his  prom-  is  -  es,      But    stead- 
-  ing  them,  the  Spir-  it's  pow'r  Re  -  news 


a  price-less  gem ! 
fast,  firm  and  sure; 
and    pu  -  ri  -  fies, 


The  rich  -  est  diamonds  of  the  earth  Are  naught 
The  word  of  our  un-chang-ing  God  For  ev  - 
Thro' Christ's  all-cleansings  pre-cious  blood, Our     per - 


compar'd    to   them, 
er   shall    en  -  dure. 
feet   sac  -  ri  -  rice. 
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love  may 
vast  and 


Most  bless  -  ed  boon  to  mor-talsgiv'n,  To  cheer  life' 
Tho'  heav'n  and  earth  shall  pass  a  -  way,  And  all  we 
O,         glo  -  rious  leg  -  a  -  cy     of  heav'n,  So       rich,    so 
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way; 

die, 
free! 


Bright  lights  let  down  to  show  the  path  To  ev  -  er  -  last  -  ing  day. 
God's  prom  -  is  -  es  to  us  re-main, — On  these  we  may  re  -  ly. 
These    pre  -  cious  promis  -  es      di  -  vine,   Se  -  cur  -  ing     all      to      me. 


D.S. — these  I'm  rich,  with  these  se  -  cure,  While  end  -  less 
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Sweet  prom- is  -  es!  God's  prom-is  -  es!  Dear  treasures    of 
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my     soul:  With 
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No.  141. 

E.  E.  Hewitt. 


Give  Me  Thy  Heart. 


Annie  F.  Bourne. 
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1.  "Give  me   thy  heart, "  says  the  Father    a- bove,   No    gift    so     pre-ciousto 

2.  "  Give  me   thy  heart, "  says  the  Saviour  of  men,   Call-ing    in     mer-cy   a- 

3.  "Give  me   thy  heart, "  says  the  Spirit      di-vine,  "All  that  thou  hast,  to  my 
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him  as  our 
gain  and  a  - 
keep-ing    re  - 
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love,   Soft  -  ly     he     whis  -  pers  wher-  ev  -  er  thou   art, 

gain ;  "Turn  now  from   sin,      and  from     e  -  vil  de  -  part, 

sign;   Grace  more  a  -  bound  -  ing  is     mine   to  im  -  part, 
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"  Grate-  ful-  ly 
Have      I   not 
Make  full  sur  ■ 
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trust  me,  and    give  me   thy   heart.""! 

died  for  thee?  give  me   thy  heart."  >  "  Give  me  thy  heart, 

ren-der  and   give  me   thy   heart. "J 
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Give  me  thy  heart, "  Hear  the  soft  whisper, wherever  thou  art;  From  this  dark 
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world, he  would  draw  thee  apart,  Speaking  so    tenderly,  "  Give  me  thy  heart. " 
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Ho.  142.      My  Saviour  Face  to  Face. 

W.  C.  Agar. 

-   -m — m — « i— 


WM.  J.    KlRKPATRICK. 
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1.  I    am  glad  I  found  the  Saviour,  for  he  makes  my  heart  rejoice,  And     I 

2.  Yes,    I  know  he    ev  -  er  loves  me,  dai-  ly  guides  my  erring  feet,  And  I'm 

3.  When  life's  sun  is  slowly  set-ting,  twilight  shadows  veil  the  sky,  And  I'm 

4.  When  I  tread  the  crys-tal  pavement  of  the  new  Je  -  ru  -  sa-  lem,  Where  my 
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feel  with-in  my  soul  his  sav- ing  grace;  But  I  want  to  talk  with  Je-sus, 
rest-ing  in  his  ten-der,  fond  em  -  brace ;  But  I  want  to  know  him  better, 
near  the  ending  of  life's  wea-ry  race;  In  my  heart  will  be  this  longing, 
Saviour  has  prepared  for  me    a      place  \  Where  the  angel  choirs  are  singing 
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hear  his  lov-ing,  gen-tle  voice,  I  want  to  see  my  Saviour  face  to 
and  my  dear  Redeem-er  meet,  I  want  to  see  my  Saviour  face  to 
none  but  Christ  can  sat-is  -  fy,  I  want  to  see  my  Saviour  face  to 
praise  and  glo-  ry  to  the  Lamb,  0  then  I'll  see  my  Saviour  face  to 
%0    -0-      ,    f   f   4f«    f    Af  t^-  -»-  -•' 


face, 
face, 
face, 
face. 


Who  hath  lov'd  me  and  re- 


O    I  want  to   see  my  Saviour  face  to  face, 
Lastv.  O       then  I'll  see  my  Saviour  face  to  face, 

see  my  Saviour  face  to  face, 
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deem-ed    by  his  grace;  In  his  kingdom,  crown'd  with  glory,  on    his 

and  redeem'd  me  bv  his  grace ; 
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My  Saviour  Face  to  Face. — Concluded. 
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ev  -  er-lasting  throne,  I    want  to   see  my  Saviour  face  to      face 

see  my  Saviour  face  to  face, 
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No.  143. 


No,  Not  One. 


Rev.  Johnson  Oatman,  Jr. 


Geo.  C.  Hugg. 
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1.  There's  not   a  friend  like  the  low-ly    Je-sus, 


No,  not  one! 

2.  No     friend  like  him  is     so  high  and  ho-ly.      No,  not  one! 

3.  There's  not  an  hour  that  he    is     not  near  us,     No,  not  one! 

4.  Did     ev-  er  saint  find  this  Friend  forsake  him  ?  No,  not  one! 
a  gift  like  the  Sav-iour  giv-en?    No,  not  one! 


no,  not  one! 
no,  not  one! 
no,  not  one! 
no,  not  one! 
no,  not  one! 


:f=P=£ 


1 


-h- 


-v— v 


h-* 


:P=* 


Fine. 


01    -  -  -»- 

None  else  could  heal  all  our  soul's  diseas-es,  No, 
And  yet  no  friend  is  so  meek  and  low-ly,  No, 
No  night  so  dark,  hut  his  love  can  cheer  us,  No, 
Or  sin-ner  find  that  he  would  not  take  him  ?  No, 
Will     he     refuse    us    a  home  in    heaven?    No, 


not  one! 
not  one! 
not  one! 
not  one! 
not  one! 
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no,  not 
no,  not 
no,  not 
no,  not 
no,  not 
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one! 
one! 
one! 
one! 
one! 
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D.S. — Therc'i  not  a  friend  like  the  lowly  Jesus,     No,  not  one!      no,  not  one! 


Choeus. 
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Je-sus  knows  all  a-bout  our  struggles, 


He  will  guide  till  the  day  is  done; 


Used  by  per.  of  Geo.  C.  Ho?;,  owuer  of  copvri:;ht. 
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tfo.  144.        The  Mother's  Good-By. 


Fanny  J.  Crosby. 

Solo.   Tenderly. 


W.  H.  Doane. 


1.  Sit     down  by  the   side    of  your  mother,    my   boy,  You  have  on  -  ly  a 

2.  You'll  find    in  your  satch-el      a      Bi-ble,   my   boy,  'Tis  the  book    of  all 

3.  Your     fa  -  ther  is    com-  ing    to    bid  you  good-  by,   O       how  lone  -  ly  and 
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moment,  I  know;  But  you'll  stay  till  I  give  you  my  parting  ad- vice, 
oth-ers  the  best;  It  will  teach  you  to  live,  it  will  help  you  to  die, 
sad   we  shall  be ;     But  when  far  from  the  scenes  of  your  childhood  and  youth, 
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'Tis  all  that  I  have  to  be -stow. 
And  lead  to  the  gates  of  the  blest. 
You'll  think  of  your    fa  -  ther  and  me. 


You  leave  us  to  seek  for  em  - 
I  gave  you  to  God,  in  your 
I      want  you  to  feel      ev  -  'ry 
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ploy  men  t,  my  boy,  By  the  world  you  have  yet  to  be  tried;  But 
era  -  die,  my  boy,  I  have  taught  you  the  best  that  I  knew;  And 
word     I  have  said,   For  it  came  from  the  depths  of  my  love;     And, 
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all  the  temp-  ta-  tions  and  struggles  you  meet,  May  your  heart  in 
long  as  his  mer-  cy  per-mits  me  to  live,  I  shall  nev  -  er 
boy,      if      we   nev-er       be -hold  you  on  earth, Will  you  prom -ise 
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The  Mother's  Good-By.— Concluded. 

Chorus. 


Sav-  iour  con  -  fide, 
pray-ing  for  you. 
meet  us      a  -  bove  ? 
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Hold  fast  to  the  right,  Hold  fast  to  the  right, "Wher- 
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ev  -  er  your  foot-steps  may    roam ; 
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va-tion,    my  boy,  That  you  learn'd  from  your  mother 
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No.  145. 

R.  E.  Hudson. 


I'll  Live  for  Him, 


C.  R.  Dunbar. 
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1.  My  life,  my  love,    I   give   to  thee,  Thou  Lamb  of  God,  who  died  for  me; 

2.  I       now  believe  thou  dost   receive,  For  thou  hast  died  that  I  might  live; 

3.  O   thou,  who  died  on  Cal  -  va  -  ry,   To    save  my  soul  and  make  me  free, 
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Cho. — I'll  live    for  him  who  died  forme,  How  hap 
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py  then   my   life  shall  be ; 
D.  C.  Chorus. 
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0  may       I      ev   -   er  faith  -  ful  be,  My 
And  now  henceforth  I'll  trust  in  thee,  My 

1  cou  -  se- crate    my   life  to  thee,  My 
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Sav-iour  and  my  God  ! 
Sav-iour  and  my  God  ! 
Sav-iour  and     my   God  ! 
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I'll  live 

I'sed  by  permission. 


for  him    "who  died 
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No.  146.       Hiding  From  the  Storm. 


E.  E.  Hewitt 


Wh.  J.    KlRKPATRICK. 
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1.  In    the      riv  -  en    Eock  there's  a      ref  -  uge  for    my   soul,  When  the 

2.  In    the      riv  -  en    Eock  there   is    room  for   ma  -  ny  more;  There's  a 

3.  In    the      riv  -  en    Eock  there  are  bless-  ed  songs  that  ring,  Songs    of 
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light'nings  flash  and  the  might-y  thun-ders  roll;  For  I  heard  a 
stream  to  cleanse,  there  is  mer-cy  to  re -store;  Come  to  Je  -  sus 
peace   and     joy      un  -  to  heav'n's  e-ter-nal  King;      I     will  praise  him, 
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voice  that  so  sweet -ly  said  to  me,  "In  my  bleed-ing  side  there's  a 
now,  for  a  shel-ter  sure  and  sweet;  He  will  keep  you  still  when  the 
too,      I    will    sing  his  grace  so    free,    For  my   Sav-iour's  side    is      a 


£ 


=t 


*ZZ^L=)i=^=|= 


*=|C 


r — i- 


vCHORUS. 


? 


-«-=- 


-»—#-=« 


:*=* 


-*—* 


** 


— N-^(- 
-# — ^~ 


-^ 


hid-ing-place  for  thee. " 
swelling  currents  meet, 
hid-ing  -  place  for  me. 
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In  the    riv  -  en  Eock    I    am  hiding  from  the  storm, 
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Hid-ing  from  the  storm, 
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hid-ing  from  the  storm ;  In    the    riv  -   en    Eock 
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Hiding  From  the  Storm.— Concluded. 
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I    am    hid 
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ma  from  the  storm,  In    the  Rock  that  was  cleft  for     me. 
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No.  147. 

Panny  J.  Crosby. 

Gently 


Tread  Softly. 

Solo  and  Quartet. 
_!_, |_ 
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W.  H.  Doane. 


Be  si    -    lent,    and  list 

This      al    -     tar     that  ech 

A  fore  -  taste      of  E 

Be  si    -    lent,     be  si 

-f2 m frm 


en,     O  treas  - 

oes    The  mes  - 

den    This  mo  - 

lent,  And  wait 


ure  each   word ! 

sage  of      grace, 

ment  we     share. 

on  the     Lord. 
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Tread  soft    -      ly,    tread   soft 
soft  -  ly    here,  soft  - 
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Tread   soft     -      ly,  tread    soft 
soft  -  ly     here,  tread    soft  ■ 


ly,    He     bids 

ly     here,  i 
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us  draw   near. 
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tfo.  148. 

Dr.  C.  R.  Blackall. 
Spirited 


Labor  On. 


W.  H.  Doane. 
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1.  In       the     har  -  vest   field  there 

2.  Crowd  the  gar  -  ner    well    with 

3.  In       the   glean -er's   path    may 

4.  Lo!     the     Har  -  vest  Home    in 
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is  work  to  do, 
the  sheaves  all  bright, 

be  rich  re  -  ward, 
the  realms  a  -  bove 
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Let  the 
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grain      is   ripe,  and  the  reap-ers  few,  And  the  Master's  voice  bids  the 

song      be  glad,  and  the  heart  be  light,  Fill   the  precious  hours,  ere  the 

time  seems  long,  and  the    la-borhard;  For    the  Mas-ter's  joy,  with  his 

gained  by  each  who  has  toiled  and  strove;  When  the  Mas-ter's  voice,  in     his 
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work  -  ers  true  Heed  the  call  that  he  gives  to  -  day. 
shades  of  night  Take  the  place  of  the  gold  -  en  day. 
chos  -  en  shared,    Drives  the    gloom   from  the    dark  -  est       day. 


words  of      love,    Calls      a  -   way 
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ber   -   nal       day. 


M 


\£z 


1- 


Chorus. 
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La-boron,  la-boron,  Keep  the  bright  reward  in  view,  For  the 

La-boron,  la-boron,  »-       ^ 
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Mas  -  ter  has  said,  He  will  strength  renew,  Labor  on  till  the  close  of  day. 
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No.  149.        Companionship  With  Jesus. 


Mary  D.  James 


WM.  J.    K|RK»ATRJCK. 


1.  O     bless  -  ed  fel  -  low-ship    di-vine!    O     joy     supremely  sweet! 

2.  I'm  walk-ing  close  to     Je-sus'side;  So  close  that  I     can   hear 

3.  I'm   lean-ing   on    his    lov-ing  breast,  A  -  loug  life's  weary  way; 

4.  I     know  his  shelf  ring  wings  of  love   Are  al-ways  o'er  me  spread; 


Com- 
The 
My 
And 
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pan  -  ion-ship  with  Je  -  sus  here  Makes  life  with  bliss  re  -  plete 
soft  -  est  whis-pers  of  his  love  In  fel  -  low-ship  so  dear, 
path,  il  -  lu-mined  by  his  smile,  Grows  brighter  day  by  day: 
tho'   the  storms  may  fiercely  rage,  All     calm  and  free  from  dread 
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un  -  ion  with  the  pur  -  est  One, 
feel  his  great  Al-might-y  hand 
foes,  no  woes  my  heart  can  fear, 
peaceful  spir  -  it       ev  -  er  sings, 
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I  find  my  heav'n  on  earth  be -gun. 
Pro-tects  me  in  this  hos  -  tile  land. 
With  my  Al-might-  y  Friend  so  near. 
'  I'll  trust  the  cov  -  ert    of  thy  wings. " 
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Chorus. 


=*=2 


J 


b  wondrous  bliss!  O     joy  sublime!  I've  Je  -  sus  with  me  all   the  time! 
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O  wondrous  bliss!  O   joy  sublime!  I've  Je- sus  with  me    all   the  time! 
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No.  150.    0  for  a  Heart  Whiter  than  Snow. 


E.  E.  Hewitt. 

fib                                          1 
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Wm.  J.    KlRKPATRICK. 
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1.  O    for  a  heart  that  is  whit-  er  than  snow!  Kept,  ev  -  er  kept,  'neath  the 

2.  O    for  a  heart  that  is  whit- er  than  snow!  Calm  in    the  peace  that  he 

3.  O    for  a  heart  that  is  whit- er  than  snow!  With  the  pure  flame   of     the 

4.  O    for   a  heart  that  is  whit- er  than  snow!  Then  in    his  grace  and    his 
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life  -  giv-ing  flow;  Cleansed  from  all  pas-sion,  self  -  seek-ing,  and  pride, 
loves    to     he- stow;  Dai    -   ly     refreshed  by    the     heav-en  -   ly    dews, 
Spir  -  it       a -glow;  Filled  with  the  love  that    is      true  and    sin  -  cere, 
knowledge  to  grow;  Grow- ing  like  him  who  my     pat- tern  shall    be, 
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Washed  in  the  foun- 
Read   -  y     for  serv 
Love     that   is      a  - 
Till         in    his  beau 


•  tain    of     Cal  -  va  -  ry's  tide. 

-  ice  whene'er     he  shall  choose. 
ble     to     ban  -  ish    all    fear. 

-  ty    my  King     I    shall   see. 


O     for    a  heart 
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whit  -  er  than  snow!    Sav-iour    di-vine,     to  whom  else 

_£L         -g^    -»-      -»-      #- 


*— jc 


::£: 


=1 


■^ « M «- 


-v     u     F 


i 


i\-* 


S=* 


#-*i- 


£*=r 


-# — • # — #- 


A— FV 


■d — d ' ' 


Thou  who  didst  die,  loving  me  so,  Give  me  a  heart  that  is  whit-er  than  snow 
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No.  151.    Will  Jesus  Find  Us  Watching  ? 


Fanny  J.  Crosby. 


W.  H.  Doane. 


1.  When   Je  -  sus  comes  to      re-ward    his      ser-vants,  Whether  it     be 

2.  If  at    the  dawn    of     the   ear  -  ly     morn-ing,     He  shall  call   ns 

3.  Have     we  been  true     to     the  trust    he       left    us  ?    Do    we  seek   to 

4.  Bless  -  ed    are  those  whom  the  Lord  finds  watching,    In     his    glo  -  ry 
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noon     or     night,      Faith-ful      to   him     will    he    find      us    watching, 
one       by       one,        When  to    the  Lord     we     re  -  store    our     tal-  ents, 
do        our     best  ?      If          in    our  hearts  there  is  naught  con-demns  us, 
they  shall  share;      If         he  shall  come     at    the  dawn     or      midnight, 
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With  our  lamps  all  trimm'd  and  bright. 
Will     he       an-  swer  thee — Well  done. 
We     shall  have    a      glo  -  rious    rest. 
Will     he     find    us  watch  -  ing    there  ? 


O      can    we  say     we     are 
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will     he 
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read  -  y,    broth-er?    Eead-y      for  the  soul's  bright  home  ?  Say, 

-# P-i 0 0 ,_# * 0 0 0 M~~rl9~ rP 


*=*=*=*: 


e 


If 


-PS P 


i 


-N-- N- 


-4 !- 


<* 


tttt:tff 


3=2 


find  you  and  me  still  watching,  Waiting,  waiting  when  the  Lord 


shall  come  ? 
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No.  152. 


Grace  J.  Frances. 


The  Blessed  Rock. 


Hubert  P.  Main. 
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1.  'Mid   the    wild  and  fear-ful    blast,  I  have  reached  the  Rock  at  last; 

2.  Wrecked  by  sin  and  tempest  tossed,  Compass,  chart  and  anchor  lost, 

3.  Rock,  that  hides  my  trembling  soul  From  the  storms  that  darkly  roll ; 

4.  Whenbe-yond  the  vale  of    night,  I  shall  soar  to  realms  of       light; 
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Help-less,  weak  and  sore  dis-  mayed,  To     the  cross  I'll  cling  for       aid. 
He  whose  pow'r    a-lone  can    save,     Lulls  the  wind  and  stills  the  wave. 
While  be  -  neath,  the  sur-ges    dash,     Thunders  roar,  and  lightnings  flash. 
When  mine  eyes    be-hold  the  King,    Heart  and  soul  and  tongue  shall  sing. 


m. 


*=* 


*a|=* 


3t53t 


*^d: 


M 


te 


Chorus. 
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"Rock  of    A     -      ges,  cleft  for    me;      Let  me  hide.,     my-self  in    thee, 
•'  Rock  of  A -ges.  Let  me  hide 
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Rock  of     A      -      ges,  cleft  for    me,     Let  me  hide  my-self  in      thee." 
Rock  of  A  -  ges, 
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No.  153. 


Some  Blessed  Day. 


Rev.  C.  W.  Ray,  D.  D. 


Wm.  J.   KlRKPATRICK. 
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1.  Some  day,  but  when  I   can-not    tell,  To     toil  and  tears  I'll  bid  fare- well; 

2.  Some  day,  with-in  those  gates  so  fair,  A      golden  harp  my  hands  shall  bear; 

3.  Some  day,  I'll  see  my  Saviour's  face,  And,  welcomed  to  his  blest  em-braoe, 

4.  Some  day, some  blessed  day,  I    know  I'll  meet  the  lov'd  of  long  a  -   go, 
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I  shall  with  the  an- gels  dwell,  Some  day, 
glist-'ning  robes  of  white  I'll  wear,  Some  day, 
with  his  peo  -  pie  find  a  place,  Some  day, 
learn  how  much  to  Christ  I     owe,   Some  day, 
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blessed  day. 

blessed  day. 

blessed  day. 

blessed  day. 
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Chorus. 
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Some     day, Some  day, 

Some  bless-  ed    day,  Some  bless-ed 


I'll    be     at 


day 
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home    with  Christ   to 
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stay,      Some      day,    some  bless-  ed        day. 
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No.  154.  Say  Yes  to  the  Spirit. 


W.   H.   DOANE. 


S- D  i — * — I — # -2— § S^  *      _J— • — £p-9+-W-' 


1.  The  Spir-it      is     sof  t  -  ly    call-  ing,  His  warn-  ing  now     o   -  bey; 

2.  The  Spir  -  it      is     soft  -  ly  plead  -  ing,  The    an  -  gels  chide  thy  stay; 

3.  Re  -  mera-ber   the  world  is   fleet-  ing,  Thy  life      is  wan  -  ing  fast, 

4.  Sur-ren-der   thy    all     to     Je  -  sus,  His   life    for  thee    he  gave; 
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He  pleads 
There's  mer 
The  shad 
Ao   -    cept 
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with  thy  heart  O  sin  -  ner,  Then  grieve  him  not  a  -  way. 
cy  for  thee  and  par  -  don,  Then  why  not  come  to  -  day. 
ows  of  night  draw  near  -  er,  This  hour  may  be  thy  last. 
him  as  thy  Ee  -  deem  -  er,  None  else  thy  soul  can  save. 
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He    lov-ing-ly  still     is   plead-ing,  Then  answer  while  here  we     bow, 
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O,    say      yes,  to     the  Spir  -  it, 


O,    say    yes,    to    the  Spir  -  it, 
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Say  Yes  to  the  Spirit.— Concluded. 


I  can,  I  will,  I  do  believe,  That  Jesus  saves  me  now,  That  Jesus  saves  me  now. 
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No.  155.    I'll  Praise  Him  While  I  Live. 

Fanny  J.  Crosby.  H.  P.  Danks. 


1.  No    oth  -  er   name  but    Je  -  sus,  Be 

2.  No    ear    like   that    of      Je  -  sus  Can 

3.  No  words  like  those   of      Je  -  sus   Can 

4.  For  -  ev  -  er     and  for  -  ev  -  er,    "While  all 
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fore    the  throne  I      plead; 
hear    me  when    I       pray; 
give    me    joy       and  rest; 
the      a  -    ges    roll, 
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No  oth  -  er  friend  but  Je  -  sus,  Fc:.  me  can  in  -  ter  -  cede. 
No  hand  like  that  of  Je  -  sus,  Can  smooth  life's  de-  vious  way. 
No  love  like  that  of  Je  -  sus,  Can  make  me  tru  -  ly  blest. 
His  name  shall   be     my    watch  -  word,  His  glo  -  ry      fill      my    soul. 
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I'll  praise  him  while  I         live;  My  dai-ly  song  shall  be, 

I'll  praise  him,  praise  him,  while  I  live,  while  I  live  ;  My  song,  my  dai  -  ly  song  shall  be, 
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love  my  bless- ed    Sav- iour,  Be- cause  he      first  lov'd  me. 
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No.  156. 


I'll  Work  for  Jesus. 


E.  E.  H 
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EWITT. 
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KlRKPATRICK. 
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I'll   work 
I'll   work 
I'll   work 
I'll   work 
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Je  -  sus,  for    he    saves    my     soul,     His    blood    re  - 
Je  -  sus,  tho'  so    weak     am        I,       Rich  stores  of 
Je  -  sus,  while  the  clay       is    bright,  The     way      is 
Je  -  sus,   till    the  glad  ' '  well  done, ' '  When  palms  are 
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deemed  me,  and  his  touch  made  whole,  He     took     my     bur-den,  and   my 

mer  -  cy  will    my   need   sup-  ply;  O,       for      his     Spir-it      in      a- 

o  -   pen,  fields  al  -  read  -  y    white;  The   sow  -  ers    min  -  gle   hap  -  py 

giv  -  en,  and   the  crown    is      won;  Then  high -er     serv-ice    be       it 
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heart     is      free  To    serve    the    Mas  -  ter   who   will    care    for      me. 

bun-  dant  pow'r,  To   strengthen,  help    me,     ev  -  'ry      pass-ing    hour, 

songs    of    praise,  "With  shouts  of     rap  -  ture  which  the    reap  -  ers    raise, 

miue     to     know,  Where  streams  of  pleas-ure     ev  -  er  -  more  shall  flow. 
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I  will  work  till  the  shadows  fall,  Work  till  I  hear  his 

for  Je-sus  for  Je-sus 
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mansions  waiting,  ever  bright  and  fair,  Then  hal-le-  lu-jah,  I  shall  seel 
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Home  Over  There. 


Rev.  D.  W.  C.  Huntington. 
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1.  O    think  of 

2.  O    think  of 

3.  I'll  soon   be 
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a  home   o  -  ver  there,  By   the  side   of  the  riv  -  er      of 

the  friends  o  -  ver  there,  Who  be-fore  us  the  jour-ney  have 

at  home  o  -  ver  there,  For  the  end   of  my  jour-ney     I 
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Where  the  saints,  all    im-mor  -  tal    and    fair,        Are 
Of     the  songs  that  they  breathe  on     the    air,         In  their 
Ma    -    ny  dear     to    my  heart,  o  -  ver     there,     Are 
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robed    in  their  gar-  ments  of   white, 
home    in     the  pal  -  ace    of     God. 
watch-ing  and  wait  -  ing  for    me. 
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Over  there, 
Over  there, 
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O      think     of      a  home    o  -  ver  there,  O  -  ver 
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there,  O  think     of  the  friends  o  -  ver  there, 

there,  I'll  soon      be    at  home  o  -  ver  there, 

o-ver  there,    _  J      over  there.      k 
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there,  o  -  ver  there,  o-ver  there,0  think  of      a  home  o  -  ver 

there,  o- ver  there,  o-ver  there, O  think  of  the  friends  o  -  ver 

there,  o-ver  there,  o-ver  there,  I'll  soon  be    at  home  o  -  ver 

j  over  there  J^  _J  jj^.   ^  .g.     y. 
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Fanny  J.  Crosby. 


He  Hideth  My  Soul. 


WM.  J.   KlRKPATRICK. 
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1.  A        won  -  der-  ful   Sav-iour    is       Je  -  sus  my  Lord,  A      won-der-ful 

2.  A        -won-der-ful   Sav-iour    is       Je  -  sus  my  Lord,  He     tak-ethmy 

3.  With  num  -  ber-  less  blessings  each  moment  he  crowns,  And  fill'd  with  his 

4.  When  cloth'd  in   his  brightness  trans-port  -  ed  I     rise    To   meet  him  in 
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Sav-iour    to      me;  He  hid- eth my  soul    in    the  cleft  of  the  rock, 

bur  -  den     a  -   "way,  He  hold-eth  me    up,  and    I  shall  not  be  moved, 

ful  -  ness    di  -  vine,  I  sing   in  my   rap-  ture,  O,      glo  -  ry  to    God 

clouds  of    the    sky,  His  per-  feet  sal  -  va  -  tion,  his  won-der-ful  love, 
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Where  riv-  ers  of  pleasure  I     see. 
He   giveth  me  strength  as  my  day. 
For    such    a    Redeemer  as    mine! 
I'll  shout  with  the  millions  on  high. 


He  hideth  my  soul  in  the  cleft  of  the  rock, 
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That  shadows  a  dry, thirsty  land;  Hehid-eth  my  life  in  the  depths  of  his  love, 
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And  covers  me  there  with  his  hand,     And  cov-ers  me  there  with  his  hand. 
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Fanny  J-  Crosby. 


To  Jesus  I  Will  Go. 
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There's  a  gen  -  tie  voice  with-in  calls  a  -  way,  (calls  a-way,)  "Tis  a 
He  has  promised  all  my  sins  to  for -give,  (to  for-give,)  If  I 
I  will  try  to  bear  the  cross  in  my  youth,  (in  my  youth,)  And  be 
Still    the  gen-  tie  voice  with-in     calls    a  -  way,  (calls  a-way,)     And  its 
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■ing   I  have  heard  o'er  and  o'er;  (o'er  and  o'er;)  But  my  heart  is  melt-ed 

in  sim-ple  faith    for  his  love;  (for  his  love;)    In    his    ho  -  ly  word  I 

ful    to    its  cause  till     I     die;   (till    1    die;)    If  with  cheerful  step  I 

-ing   I  have  heard  o'er  and  o'er;  (o'er  and  o'er;)  But  my  heart  is  melt-ed 
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now,    I     o-bey;   (i    o-  bey;)  From  my  Saviour  I  will  wan-der  no  more, 
learn  how  to  live,  (how  to  live,)  And  to    la-bor  for  his  kingdom   a-bove. 
walk  in  the  truth,  (in  the  truth,)  I     shall  wear  a  star-  ry  crown  by  and  by. 
now,    I     o-bey;    (i    o  -  bey; )  From  my  Saviour  I  will  wan-der  no  more. 
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Yes,  I  will  go;    yes,  I  will  go;  To  Je-sus  I  will  go  and  be  saved  ; 
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Yes,   I  will  go;   Yes,     I   will  go;  To  Je-sus   I    will  go  .ind  be  saved. 
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No.  160.     When  the  Bridegroom  Comes. 


E.  R.  Latta,  Alt. 
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Will  our  lamps  be  filled  and  read  -  y,  When  the  Bridegroom 
Shall  we  hear  a  wel-come  sounding,  When  the  Bridegroom 
Don't  de  -  lay  our  prep  -  a  -  ra-tion,  Till  the  Bridegroom 
It  may  be  a  time  of  sor-  row,  When  the  Bridegroom 
O     there'll  be      a      glo  -  rious  meet-ing,  When  the  Bridegroom 


comes? 
comes  ? 
comes , 
comes ; 
comes; 
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shout   of 
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clear  and  stead  -  y,   WTien  the  Bride-groom  comes? 

joy      re-sound-ing,  When  the  Bride-groom  comes  ? 

sep  -   a  -  ra  -  tion,  When  the  Bride-groom  comes. 

hope     to     bor-  row,  When  the  Bride-groom  comes. 

-  lu  -  jah   greet-ing,  When  the  Bride-groom  comes. 
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night, 
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night, 
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that  joy 
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emn  night,  (that  solemn  night,)  Will  our 
emn  night,  (that  solemn  night,)  Will  our 
emn  night,  (that  solemn  night,)  Will  our 
emn  night,  (that  solemn  night,)  Will  our 
ful    night,  (that  joy-ful  night,)  With  our 
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lamps  be  burn-ing  bright,  When  the  Bridegroom  comes  ? " 

lamps  be  burn-ing  bright, When  the  Bridegroom  comes? 

lamps  be  burn-ing  bright,  When  the  Bridegroom  comes? 

lamps  be  burn-ing  bright,  When  the  Bridegroom  comes? 

lamps  all  burn-ing  bright,  When  the  Bridegroom  comes. 


f  O  be  ready ! 
\  O  be  ready ! 
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When  the  Bridegroom  Comes.— Concluded. 
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O     beread-y!     O      be  ready  when  the  Bridegroom  comes! 
O     be  read-y !     O      be  ready  when  the    ( Omit. . . . ) Bridegroom  comes 
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No.  161. 

Fanny  J.  Crosby. 


Only  a  Step. 


W.  H.  Doane. 
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1.  On- 

2.  On- 

3.  On 

4.  On 


ly  a 
ly  a 
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step  to  Je-sus!  Then  why  not  take  it  now?  Come,  and  thy  sin  ccn- 
step  to  Je-sns!  Believe,and  thou  shalt  live;  Lov-ing-ly  now  he's 
step  to  Je-sus!  A  step  from  sin  to  grace;  What  hast  thy  heart  de- 
step  to  Je-sus!  O  why  not  come,  and  say^     Gladly   to  thee,  my 
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To  him  thy  Sav-iour  bow. 
And  read-y  to  for  -  give. 
The  moments  fly  a  -  pace. 
I      give  my-self    a  -  way. 
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On-ly   a  step,    on-ly     a  step; 
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Come,  he  waits  for  thee;  Come,  and  thy  sin  confess-ing,  Thou  shalt  receive  a 
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bless- ing;   Do  not  re-ject  the  mer  -  cy    He  free  -  ly    of-fers 
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All  Taken  Away. 


Rev.  E.  A.  Hoffman. 
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1.  Where  are  the  sins  that  once  burden'd  my  soul  ?  Where  are  these  sins  to-day  ? 

2.  Where      is  my  soul-con -dem  nation  now  gone?  Where  is  my  guilt  to-  day? 

3.  Where  are  the  darkness, the  doubts  and  the  fears,  Since  I  have  learn'd  to  pray  ? 

4.  Where     is  the  dread  of   the  future  unknown,  Dread  of  the  judgment-day? 

5.  Where     is  the  proneness  to  wander  from  God,  And   to  for-  get     to      pray  ? 
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Un  -  der  the  blood  of  the  dear  Lamb  of  God ; 

All 

tak-  en 

a  ■ 

way! 

All      is    removed  by  the  blood  of  the  Lamb; 

All 

tak- en 

a  ■ 

way! 

They  have  been  roll'd  on  the  heart  of  the  Lord ; 

All 

tak- en 

a  - 

way! 

Far  from  my  thought  it  for-  ev  -  er  has  gone; 

All 

tak- en 

a  - 

way! 

Since  I  have  trust-ed 

in       Je-sus  my  Lord; 

All 

tak- en 

a  - 

way! 
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All     tak  -  en     a  -   way, All     tak  -  en     a  -   way, 

All    tak -en     a  -  way,  All     tak -en    a  -  way. 
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Un  -  der  the  blood  of  the  dear  Lamb  of  God;     All    tak-en    a  -  way. 
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Lift  Me  Oyer. 


E.  E.  Hewitt. 


Wm.  J.   KlRKPATRICK. 


1.  When  I    fol  -  low  Christ  my  Saviour  Where-so  -  ev  -   er   he   may  guide, 

2.  When  the  wa-ters    of  temp-ta-  tion  Threaten    to       en-  gulf  my  soul, 

3.  Du  -  ties  hard  and  cares  per-plex-ing  Surge  a  -  cross  the  heav'nward  way, 

4.  Saviour,  when  this  life  is   end  -  ed,  Lift  me      o   -   ver  Jor-dan's  tide, 
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He  will  safe  -  ly     lift  me     o  -  ver    Ev-'ry      dark      and  stormy   tide. 
In     his  arms  shall  be    my  ref  -  uge,  Backward  then   the  waves  shall  roll. 
But   in     Je  -  sus     I      am  find-ing    Sweet  de-liv  -'ranee  ev-'ry  day. 
Bring  me  to    the     Bet-ter  Country,  There,  for  -  ev     -    er     sat  -  is  -  fied. 
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Lift  me  o  -  ver,  bless-ed  Sav-iour,    O  -  ver     ev  -  'ry  swelling    sea, 
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Lift  me  o  -  ver,     till  in  glo  -  ry,      I  shall  be at  home  with  thee. 

Liftmeo-ver,               till  in  glo-ry,                  I  shall  be 
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164.        Is  it  Nothing  to  Thee  ? 
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1.  Is     it    noth-ing    to      thee,       is     it   noth-ing      to     thee,     That  thy 

2.  Is     it    noth-ing    to      thee,       is     it   noth-ing      to     thee,     That  thy 

3.  Is     it    noth-ing    to      thee,       is     it   noth-ing      to     thee,     That   E  - 
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Lord  and  Redeem-er  his  love  hath  revealed  ?  Is  it  nothing  to  thee, 

sin  -  laden  feet  from  the  Saviour  hath  turned  ?  Is  it  nothing  to  thee, 

ter   -   ni-ty  cometh  and  death  draweth  near?  Is  it  nothing  to  thee, 
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noth-ing  to  thee,  That  he  died  on  the  cross  and  thy  pardon  sealed  ? 
noth-ing  to  thee,  That  the  voice  of  his  mercy  thy  heart  hath  spurned? 
noth-ing      to     thee,  Canst  thou  go  when  he  call  -  eth,  with-out      a   fear? 
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2d  Voice  Tenor  Response. 
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1.  O,     't  is  something    to      me, 

2.  O,     't  is  something    to      me, 

3.  O,     't  is  something    to      me, 
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yes,  't  is  something  to  me,  That  the 
yes,  't  is  something  to  me,  That  he 
yes,  't  is  something  to      me,    When  at 
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voice  of  his  love  still  is  call- 
call  -  eth  me  back,  where-so  -  ev 
last      I  shall  stand  on   E  -  ter  ■ 
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ing  to  -day!  O,  't  is  something  to  me, 
-  er  I  roam!  O,  't  is  something  to  me, 
ni-ty's  shore!     O,  't  is  something  to      me, 
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Is  it  Nothing  to  Thee  ?— Concluded. 
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Yes, 'tis  something  to  me,  I  will  hear  from  my  heart  and  with  joy  o-bey! 

Yes,  't  is  something  to  me,  That  I   still  may  return  and  be  welcomed  home! 

Yes,  't  is  something  to  me,  To    be    ho-  lyandhap-py   for    ev  -  er-more! 
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Come, 
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he's  call-ing    to  -  day, 
Come,        come,       come,    he's      call  -  ing      to  -    day,        call  -  ing     to  -  day, 

# # _«^ — f    f    1: *— r-* P — p — * — *- 


to: 


t 


:fc=*=N=*: 


i 


=t==t= — I — u 


p=5=r 


1  x_l  r 


Haste,  no  longer  de  -  lay,  List, 

Haste,    haste,   haste,   no     long-er    de  -  lay,   do   not   de  -  lav, 
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list, 
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Je  -  bus     is     calling  thee,  now,      Come,       come,   be  -  fore    him 
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bow. 


m^ 


-^ 


*=* 


E 


1 


t=t= 


No.  165.    One  There  is  Above  All  Others. 


Rev.  John  Newton. 


Talmar.    8,  7. 


I.  B.  Woodbury. 


.     f  One  there  is  above  all  others,  Well  deserves  the  name  of  Friend,  \ 
'  \  His  is  love  be-yond  a  brother's,  Costly,  ( Omit )  J  free,  and  knows  no  end. 


2  Which  of  all  our  friends,  to  save  us, 
Could  or  would  have  shed  his  blood  ? 
But  our  Jesus  died  to  have  us 
Reconciled  in  him  to  God. 


3  O  for  grace  our  hearts  to  soften  ! 

Teach  us,  Lord,  at  length  to  love; 
We,  alas  !  forget  too  often 
What  a  friend  we  have  above. 
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No.  166. 

Isaac  Watts. 


We're  Marching  to  Zion. 


Robert  Lowry,  D.  D. 


1.  Come,  ye 

2.  Let    those 

3.  The    hill 

4.  Then  let 


that 
re 
of 

our 
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love  the  Lord,  And  let  your  joys  be  known,  Join 
fuse  to  sing  Who  nev-  er  knew  our  God ;  But 
Zi  -  on  yields  A  thousand  sa  -  cred  sweets,  Be  - 
songs  abound,   And   ev  - 'ry  tear      be       dry;     We're 
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in  a  song  with  sweet  ac  -  cord,  Join  in  a  song  with  sweet  ac-cord, 
chil-dren  of  the  heav'n-  ly  King,  But  chil-dren  of  the  heav'nly  King, 
fore  we  reach  the  heav'n- ly  fields,  Be  -  fore  we  reach  the  heav'nly  fields, 
marching  thro'  Immanuel's ground,  We're  marching  thro'  Immanuel's  ground, 
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And  thus  sur 
May  speak  their 
Or  walk  the 
To      fair    -    er 

thus  surround 
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-  round  the  throne,  And  thus    sur-round  the    throne. 

joys     a-broad,  May  speak  their  joys    a   -    broad. 

gold- en  streets,  Or    walk     the  gold  -  en    streets. 

worlds    on   high,  To    fair  -  er  worlds  on        high. 

the  throne,  And  thus     sur  -  round  the  throne. 
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Chobus. 
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We're  march  -  ing 
We're    march-ing  on 
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to       Zi    -    on, 
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marching  upward  to  Zi    -     on,      The  beau- ti  -  ful  cit  -  y      of 

Zi  -  on,  Zi  -  on, 


God. 
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No.  167. 

Emma  F.  Bennett. 


Freedom  in  Jesus. 


WM.  J.   KlRKPATRICK. 


1.  I'm     hap  -  py    in  Je  -  sus,   re-  joic-ing    to-day;  And    Je-sus    my 

2.  This  free-dom  in  Je  -  sus  means  bless-ed    re-lease,  From  sin  and  from 

3.  This   free-dom  in  Je  -  sus     is       glo  -  ri  -  ous  rest,  A     peace-ful     re  - 

4.  His    love    is     so  ten  -  der,  his  pow'r  so    di  -  vine,  My    all     to      his 

5.  No     long  -  er   I'm  fet  -  tered  the  Lord  hath  con -trol,  The  clear  light   of 
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Sav  -  iour  with  me  has 
sin  -  ning  for  -  ev  -  er 
clin  -  ing  on  his  lov 
keep  -  ing  I  glad  -  ly 
heav  -  en  breaks  in  on 
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his  way ; 
to  cease ; 
•ing  breast; 
re  -  sign ; 
my  soul ; 
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The  Com  -  fort  -  er  comes  in  my 
And  free-dom  from  self  brings  such 
And  when  I  just  trust  him  my 
A  ves  -  sel  of  clay  for  my 
I'll    siug   while  the   years    of      e  - 
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Chorus. 
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glad  heart  to  stay;  O  glo 
in  -  fi-nite  peace ;  O  glo 
soul  is  so  blest;  O  glo 
Lord  to  de-sign;  O  glo 
ter  -  ni  -  ty   roll,   O   glo 
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sus!  I'm  free! 

sus!  I'm  free! 

sus!  I'm  free! 

sus!  I'm  free! 

sus!  I'm  free! 
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I'm  free,     free! 


I'm  free,  I'm 
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glorious-ly  free!    No  long-er    by   sin    I    am 
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cleanseth   and   sat  -  is  -  fies  me,    This  freedom   in    Je-sus   I've    found. 
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No.  168.    Victory  All  the  Way  Along. 


E.  E.  Hewitt. 
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1.  Have  we  learu'd  the  se-cret  of  the  Christian's  pow'r  ?  Vic-to-ry, 

2.  By    the  Word  indwell-ing,  "watching  un-to  pray'r, "  Vic-to-ry, 

3.  Let  him  do   the  planning,     let  him  use  our  days,    Vic-to-ry, 

4.  On  -  ly  '  'earthern  ves-  sels, ' '  his  the  treasure  rare,      Vic-to-ry, 

_  —     m  .    a 


00    0 

vic-to-ry, 
vic-to-ry, 
vic-to-ry, 
vic-to-ry, 
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all  the  way  a-long;  List'ningaud     o-bey-ing,  trust-ing  ev-'ryhour, 

all  the  way  a-long;  Rest-ing,  while  we  serve  him,    in    his  keep-ing  care, 

all  the  way  a-long;  Yield-ing   to     his  spir  -  it,      his  shall  be   the  praise, 

all  the  way  a-long;  Hum-bly    o  -  ver-com  -  ing, — then  the  mansions  fair, 
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Vic-to-ry  all  along  thro' Je  -  sus.      Vic-to-ry,    vic-to-ry,  all  the  way  along, 

^'^^   *-> -0-   .  .*-      G>-        -  m.m     m      -0-'0~-0-      m.m      _.-f«--|2. 


»      i     g 


F^P 


I 


■F-^r* 


M 


^ 


rr* 


t 


gU — f-^-p, 


» ;  i» 


-j — t^—^-t^-^ 


V— v1 


* 


fe£^ 


1=1: 


:i 


!n  n 


$m 


t=*=J=i: 


-J-^-J-J- 


-#— — #- 


S 


Lift  Immanuel's  banner,  marching  on  with  song;  Christ  shall  have  the  kingdom, 
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right  shall  conquer  wrong,  Vic  -  to  -  ry  thro'  Je  -  sus,   all   the  way    a  -long. 
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No.  169.     '  On  Our  Journey  Home. 


Fanny  J.  Crosby. 


W.  H.  JDoane. 
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1.  We     arechil-dren  of      a  King,  Marching  on     to      Zi  -  on;   O         the 

2.  Toil  and  dan- ger  we  shall  meet,  Marching  on     to      Zi  -  on;  Thorns  will 

3.  True  and  faithful     let    us    be,   Marching  on     to      Zi- on;  Till     our 
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songs  of  joy  we  sing,  On  our  jour-ney  home ;  Come  and  go  with 
pierce  our  wea  -  ry  feet,  On  our  jour-ney  home;  Yet  the  King  his 
eyes     the  King  shall  see,     On     our  jour-ney   home;  Hark,  he  bids    us 
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us  to-day,  Marching  on     to     Zi  -  on ;  Where  the  King  will  lead  the  way, 

own  will  cheer,  Marching  on     to     Zi  -  on;  O        how  of t    his  words  we  hear, 
watchand  wait, Marching  on     to     Zi  -  on;  Till     we  reach  the  pearl- y  gate, 
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Chorus 


On  our  jour-ney    home.        Zi  -  on,     Zi  -  on,  Marching  on    to   Zi  -  on; 
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Soon  we'll  en  -  ter    the  pearl  -y    gate,    Soon  we'll  gath-  er       home 
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No.  170.       Will  the  Angels  Come? 


Fanny  J.  Crosby. 


W.  H.  Doane. 
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1.  When       I     have  fin-ishedmy     jour-ney     on    earth,  End    -  ed    niy 

2.  When       I      am  breathing    my      lat  -  est    fare  -  well,  Part  -   ing  from 

3.  When,     as      I    gaze  from  the  thresh-old      of      time,  Faint  -  er   and 

4.  Yes;       they  will  come  from  the  bright,  suu  -  ny     land,  Come     on  their 


la    -     bor    of  love, 

all       that   is  dear, 

faint  -  er    the  light, 

pin  -  ions  so  fair; 


When  I     am  wait-ing    for    Je  -  sns  to     say, 

When  on  my   pil  -  low    I    wear  -  i  -  ly  turn, 

Soft  -  er  and  soft  -  er     the  voic  -  es  I     hear, 

Je    -  sns  will  send  them  its  glo  -  ry  to    tell, 
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'  Haste  to  thy  mansion     a 
Say,   will  the    an 
Bid-  ding  my  spir 
An  -  gels  will  car  -  ry    me     there 


ision     a   -  bove;" 
gels    be      near  ?    I 
-  it   good  -  night;   | 


Will. 


they    come?. 


Will  the  an  -  gels    joy  -  ful  -  ly  come? 


Will ....     they    come  ?.  . .    . 
Will    the  an  -  gels     joy-  ful  -  ly  come  ? 


Say,  will    the      an  -  gels    come, 
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And  to    Je  -  sus  car-ry  me  home  ?     And  to    Je  -  sus  car-ry  me    home  ? 
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No.  171.        I  Am  Praying  for  You. 


S.  O'Malley  Clough. 


Ira  D.  Sankey. 
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1.  I      have  a    Sav-iour,  he's  plead-  ing    in     glo  -  ry,    A    dear     lov  -  ing 

2.  I      have  a      Fa  -  ther:  to   me        he   has    giv  -  en     A   hope     for      e  - 

3.  I      have  a     robe:  'tis    re -splendent   in  white-ness,  A  -  wait  -  ing    in 

4.  I      have  a   peace:    it     is    calm     as     a       riv  -  er — A    peace  that  the 

5.  When  Jesus  finds  you,  tell  oth  -  ers  the     sto  -  ry,     That  my  lov  -  ing 


mn 


±±=£=t 


1=- 


£=£ 


-t= 


-I — h- 


1=q= 


1- 


i 


q 


"=T 


5t 


-2^ 


1-M— 1= 


^~ 


Sav  -  iour  tho' earth-friends  be  few;  And  now     he      is   watch -ing    in 

ter   -   ni  -  ty,  bless  -  ed   and  true;  And   soon    he    will   call      me     to 

glo  -   ry    my   won-der-ing  view;  O       when     I       re  -  ceive      it    all 

friends  of  this  world  nev  -  er  knew;  My     Sav-iour    a-  lone       is     its 

Sav-iour  is     your   Sav-iour   too;  Then  pray  that  your  Sav  -  iour  may 
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ten  -  der-ness  o'er  me,  But  O  that  my  Sav-iour  were  your  Saviour  too! 
meet  him  in  heav-en,  But  O  that  he'd  let  me  bring  you  with  me  too! 
shin  -  ing  in  brightness,  Dear  frieuds,  could  I  see  you  re  -  ceiv-  ing  one  too! 
Au  -  thor  and  Giv-  er,  And  O  could  I  know  it  was  giv  -  en  to  you! 
bring  them  to  glo  -  ry,  And  pray 'r  will  be  answered — 'twas  answered  for  you ! 
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No.  172.  Some  Day  the  Silver  Cord  Will  Break. 


Ida  Scott  Taylor. 

Gently  with  feeling. 


W.  H.  Doane. 


s 


1.  Some  day  the  sil-  ver  cord  will  break,  And  earthly  dreams  and  vig-ils  cease ; 

2.  Some  day  for  me   my  Lord  3hall  call,  With  gentle  whis  -  per  in   my  ear; 

3.  O,  when  shall  break  life's  silver  cord,  And  when  the  morn  of  morns  I    see, 
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My  spir-it  will  its  clay  for-  sake,  And  find  the  ha-  ven-  land  of  peace. 
The  sil -ver  cord  will  loose  and  fall,  When  I  his  ten-der  voice  shall  hear. 
With  friends  I     love,  my  King  and  Lord  At  heaven's  gate  shall  wel-come  me. 
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Chorus.  Slower. 
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The    sil  -  ver    cord  some  day  will   break,  And     I        to 

sil  -  ver  cord  will  break, 
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shall  life    be     done, 


be     done, 


E  -  ter  -  nal      life      andheav'nbe   won! 
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No.  173.        Saviour,  I  Am  Coming. 


L.  H.  Edmunds. 
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The  liv-ing  fount  is  flow- ing  now,  Lord, help  me  en-  ter 
Thy  kind,  in  -  vit  -  ing  voice  I  heard,  Thy  Spir  -  it  drew  me 
Sweet  Mer-cy  meets  me  at  the  cross,  And  breathes  of  love  di - 
Dear  Sav-iour,  keep  me     ev  -  'ry  hour,  When  tides  of   bless-  ing 
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The  stream  from  Calv'ry's  sa  -  cred  brow 
Now  may  thy  re  -  as  -  sur  -  ing  word 
Lord, free  my  heart  from  sin  -  ful  dross, 
And  safe   be-neath  the  fountain's  pow'r, 

n  r>  n       #-  ■#- 


I 

Shall  take  a  -  way   my   sin. 
Speak  comfort, peace  and  cheer. 
And  make  me  wliol-  ly  thine. 
I'll  praise  thee  more  and  more. 
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No.  174.      Who  Will  Follow  Jesus  ? 


E.  E.  Hewitt. 
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Who  will  fol-  low  Je  -  sus,  Standing  for  the  right,  Holding  up  his  ban-  ner 
Who  will  fol-  low  Je  -  sus  In  life's  bns-  y  ways,  Working  for  the  Mas  -  ter, 
Who  will  fol-  low  Je  -  sus  When  the  tempter  charms,  Fleeing,  then, for  safety 
Who  will  fol-  low  Je  -  sus  In,  his  work  of  love  ?  Leading  oth-  ers  to  him, 
m  .    m     m  .    m     m  P       v  N 


M 


x 


m 


-4 


^=q 


m 


V- 


-v—v—v—i — |- 


:^=k 


*    ^ 


=P 


fr— N fr 


l¥^Ei± 


t=% 


t 


:,N- 


£^5t 


m       ~&-  -•-•     -*-     -0- 

In     the  thick-est  fight?  List'ning  for    his  or  -  ders,Read  -  y    to      o  -  bey, 
Giv-ing  him  the  praise  ?  Earn-est    in    his  vineyard,  Hon  -  or  -  ing'  his  laws, 
To  the  Saviour's  arms  ?  Trusting    in    his  mer -  cy,  Trust-ing  in    hispow'r. 
Lifting  pray 'rsa-bove?  Cour-age,faith-fulserv-ant;  In      his  word  we  see, 
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Who  will  fol-  low  Je  -  sus,Serv-iDg  him   to-day  ?   .. 

Faith-ful  to   his  coun-sel,  Watchful  for  his  cause  ?  I  -„*,        .„.  ,,       T  „ 

o,..,  i   Vk#  v.  •  v.  v,       or  Who  will  follow  Je-sus  ? 

Seek-ing  tresh  re-new-als  Of  his  grace  each  hour  i 

On     our  side  for-ev-  er  Will  this  Sav-iour  be. 


Who  will  make  reply,  "  I  am  on  the  Lord's  side, Master,here  am  I?  "  Who  will  follow 
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Jesus  ?  Who  will  make  reply,  "lam  on  the  Lord's  side,Master,here  am  I?" 
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tfo.  175.     The  Beautiful  City  of  God. 


Mary  A.  McKee. 


Adam  Geibei. 


1.  With  mansions  of    fairness,  And  beau-ty   and  rareness,  And  streets  with  a 

2.  Its      riv-ers  of  gladness  Will  ban- ish  all    sadness,  And   sor-row  shall 

3.  Bnt  light  will  be    giv-en,  All  storm-clouds  be  riv-en,  From  o  -  ver  that 

4.  No      sor-row  or    sigh-iug,  Nor    an-guishor    dy  - ing,  Can  shad- ow  the 
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pavement  of  gold 
van-  ish  a  -  way 
cit  -  y  of  God 
bliss   of   that    home; 
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Where  no  one  grows  weary, —  No  pros-pect  is 
The  moon  shall  not  lighten,  The  sun  shall  not 
We'll  view  them  in  won-der,Thro'  all  that  may 
And  pilgrims  who  rest  there,  For  -  ev  -  er  are 
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Chorus. 
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drear-y, — And  no  one  can   ev- er  grow    old. 

brighten  That  cit  -  y    by  night  or    by     day. 

sun  -  der,  The  path  that  in  sorrow   we    trod. 

blest  there,  Nor  yearn  in  their  rapture  to  roam. 


O,  there  is  a    cit  -  y 
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y,  Whose  builder  and  maker  is      God ; 
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der  -  ful    cit  -  y,  The  beau-  ti-  ful     cit-  y 
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of    God. 


g-r±=£zEdtd: 


Used  by  permission. 


177 


No.  176.        He  is  Calling  Me  Now. 


Mary  Jeffrey. 
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1.  I     hear  the  words  of  a  precious  Friend,  And  one  that  I  would  not  grieve; 

2.  I     hear  the  words  of  a  precious  Friend,  And  still  he  is  watching       near; 

3.  I     hear  the  words  of  a  precious  Friend,  And  O  what  a  joy    to      know; 
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He  bids  me  corne  with  a  loving  heart,  Now  on  his  name  be  -  lieve. 
I'll  come  to  -  day  for  I  can  -  not  stay  From  a  Friend  like  him  so  dear. 
The  heart  I  bring  to  the  Saviour's  feet,  He      will  make  as  white  as  snow. 
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He  is    call     -     ing  me  now, ....    He  is    tenderly  calling  me  now, .... 

call-ing  ten-der-ly,  calling  me  now,  calling  me  now 


£±: 


-V-W 


*—•—*-- 


:f=»=f=f: 


4=--t4=-t-F- 


.?-*-*-?-*-*- 


,,.? 


^=F=F=F=tt^=ttzzr=r=t=it=t=tF=F=F=F: 


M-¥— V— V- 


tt-V-tt=& 


V 


*=Wzzt 


u  ^  v 


V    1/ 


s 


_F_F- 


i— • 


jv U^ 


-N— N- 


i 


■M—Vr 


-v—T 

He   is     call 
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ing  me  now,  just  now,  And  this  shall  my  answer    be, 

call-ing,  calling  me, 
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I  will  seek  his  face,  I  will  trust  his  grace,  And  his  smile  I  then  shall  see. 
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No.  177. 


At  the  Cross. 


Isaac  Watts. 


R.  E.  Hudson. 
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1.  A  -  las!     and  did   my  Sav-iour  bleed,  And  did   my  Sovereign  die ? 

2.  Was    it     for  crimes  that  I  have  done,   He  groaned  up-on   the  tree  ? 

3.  But  drops  of  grief  can  ne'er    re-pay    The  debt  of    love     I     owe; 
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Would  he      de-vote  that   sa  -  cred  head  For  such   a   worm  as        I  ? 

A   -    maz  -  ing  pit  -  y,  grace  unknown,  And  love  be-yond  de-gree! 

Here,  Lord,    I  give  my -self       a -way,  'Tis  all   that     I      can     do! 
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At    the  cross,    at    the  cross,  where  I      first    saw  the  light,  And  the 
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bur-den   of  my  heart  rolled  a  -  way,  It  was  there  by  faith 

m  rolled   a-way, 
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I      re-ceived  my    sight,  And  now     I     am  hap  -  py  all    the    day. 
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No.  178. 


The  Wonderful  Name. 


1.  How  won-der-ful,  won  -  der-ful     is    the  dear  name,  The  hope     of    sal  - 

2.  How  won-der-ful,  won  -  der-ful     is    the  dear  name,  More  pre-cious  than 

3.  How  won-der-ful,  won-der-ful     is    the  dear  name,  Let  earth  with   the 
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va-tion,  Redeemer  and  King;  Naught  ev-er  the  soul  can  so  sweetly  inflame, 
sil  -  ver  or  jew-els  and  gold;  To  ran  -  som  the  lost  in  his  mer-cy  he  came, 
an  -gels  re-  joic-ing-ly  bend;  In    wor-  ship  his  in  -  fin-  ite  glo-ry  proclaim, 
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Or  cheer  to  the  sor- rowing  bring. 
As  prophets  had  oft  -  en  fore  -  told. 
As  Mak  -  er,  Re-deem  -  er  and  Friend. 
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won-derful  name;  More  fragrant  than  spic-es  from   o  -  ver  the  sea;     A 
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Saviour,  Almighty,  for-  ev-er  the  same;  His  name  is  a  glo  -  ry  to    me! 
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No.  179.     Nothing  but  Mercy  for  Me. 


Mrs.  Frank  A.  Breck. 


,  , I  rs       Is       is       „ 


Frank  M.  Davis. 
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1.  My      blest       Re  -  deem  -  er       left      heav  -  en      one    day,        From 

2.  My      Lord      was    will  -  ing      to        suf  -  fer      and     die,         To 

3.  My      Lord      and     Sav  -  iour     now       liv  -  eth       a  -  gain        At 
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sin        he   made  me    free;       He  took     my    grief  and  guilt     a  -  way, 
bring  me     lib  -  er  -  ty,  My    sin  -  ful     soul     to     pur  -   i  -   fy ; 

God's  right  hand  is      he,  And  there  he     lives    for    me       to  plead, 
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And   so  there   is    mer-cy    for     me. 
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mer  -  cy     of    God,  As  deep  as    the  boundless    sea,       His  blood  was 
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spilt  to  cleanse  my  guilt,  And  there's  nothing  but  mercy     for      me. 
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No.  180.        Send  the  Gospel  Light. 


Moderato. 
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Matt,  i : 


F.  E.  Belden. 
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1.  Hear  the  voic-es    call -ing  o'er  the  stormy  main;  "Send  the  light; 

2.  In      our  own  fair  country  there  are  homes  of  night;  "Send  the  light; 

3.  Bring  your  shining  treasure,  lay    it      at  the  cross;  "Send  the  light; 

"  Send  the  light ; 


CHO.-Tell   the  man  -ger   sto  -  ry  which  the  an- gels  sing;  "  Send  the  light; 
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send  the  light;  "           There  is    life    for  sinners  thro' the  Lamb  once  slain ; 

send  the  light;  "           'Tis   the  word  of  Je -sus  gives  the  blind  eyes  sight; 

send  the  light; "           Find    e  -  ter  -  nal  rich-es   for     a     mo-ment's   loss; 

send  the  light ;" 
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send  the  light; 
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Preach  a     ris  -  en 
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a    com  -  ing    King; 
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"Send  the  light,  send  the  light." 

"  Send  the  light,  send  the  light." 

"Send  the  light,  send  the  light." 

"  Send  the  light,  the  gospel  light." 
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'Send  the  light,  send  the  light." 
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Send  the  light  across  the 

Send  the  light  to  ev-'ry 

Send  the  light         the  jewels 
Send  the  light     a  - 
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word, .  . . . "  Sal-va  -  tion  free; 

sick and  cheer  the  sad ; 

must     be      found,  This  shall  be our  glad  em-ploy; 


Let  the 
Gath  -  er 
They  shall 


cross  the  roll-ing  tide. 


Bless  -  ed   word       "  Sal 


va-tion  free  ; 
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Send  the  Gospel  Light.— Concluded. 

D.  C.  Chorus. 
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name.,    of  Christ,  the  Cru- ci  -  tied,  Light  the  world  from  sea  to     sea. 

in the  homeless  ones  who  roam,  Let    the  poor   be  fed  and    clad. 

shine. .     in  King  Immanuel's  crown,  We  shall  share  his  ho  -  ly        joy. 
Let  the  name     of        Christ  the  Cruci-fied,  Light  the  world  from  sea  to  sea. 


g=p=p=p: 


» 


J*^Ji-k-fart 


-P-U— *<■ 


K-»- 


t=t 


-«-    *-    -#- 


-t^-| h- 


*=*=* 


«= 


rrc 


No.  181. 


I  Am  Satisfied. 
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W.  H.  Doane. 
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1.  If        he,  my  Lord,  is  with  me  still,  And    I       in  him    a   -    bide, 

2.  Thro'  pastures  green,  or  shadows  deep,  With  him  my  con-stant  Guide, 

3.  And  tho'  at  times  the  things  I   ask     In    love  are   oft    de  -  nied, 

4.  From  him  my  soul,  in    life   or  death,  No  pow'r  shall  e'er  di  -   vide; 
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If    he   but  whis-per     to  my,  heart,  Then   I  am  sat  -  is 

If  step  by  step    he   leads  me  on,    Then  I  am  sat  -  is 

I   know  he  gives  me  what   is  best,   And     I  am  sat  -  is 

I    read  the  prom-ise     in  his  word,  And     I  am  sat  -  is 


-  tied. 

-  tied. 

-  fled. 

-  tied. 
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Chorus. 
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Sat  -  is  -  fied    in     Je-  sus,  my  Lord,  He  knows  my  sorrow  and  care; 

S      I  and  care , 
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I'll  praise  his  name  wherever      I    gc,  And  seek  his  blessing  in   pray'r. 

J     iljt ■    ±-    -f-  -P-"  -F-    -       -       -        N     N     ,N 


■f- 0 0 — 1-0 r — 1 — '    ~s — r» 0 — ra 

183 


ffi 


Copyright,  190S,  by  W.  H.  Doaoe. 


No.  182.        Loyalty  to  the  Master. 


E.  E.  Hewitt. 


Wm.  J.   KlRKPATfltCK. 
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1.  Loy-  al  -  ty     to   the  Mas-ter,  loy-  al  -  ty    to  the  King;  Loy-al-  ty  now  and 

2.  Loy-al-ty     to  the  Mas-ter;  let-ting  him  lead  the  way;  Glo-ri-ous  is    his 

3.  Loy-al-ty     to  the  Mas-ter;  looking   to   him    a- lone,  Turning  away  from 
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ev    -    er,  cheer-  i  -   ly  let     us  sing;  Whol-ly      at    his    commandment, 

ban  -  ner,  fol- low    it  ev-'ry  day;  In   -    to     the  midst    of   bat  -  tie, 

e    -     vil,    Je-sus  will  keep  his  own;  On- ward,  still   on-ward  press-  ing, 
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let  ev-'ry  sol-  dier  be  Joy-  f  ul-ly  serv-ing  Je  -  sus,  serving  with  loyal-  ty. 
conquering  as  we  go,  Vic  -  to-  ry  he  has  promised  o-  ver  the  dead-ly  foe. 
see-ing  the  star-ry  prize  ;  Waiting  for  all  the  faithful,  meeting  beyond  the  skies, 
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Loy  -  al    soldiers,  let     us    joy -ful  -  ly  march  a- long;    For 
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Joy-ful-1y  march, 
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for        -        ward,with  a  triumphant  song;  On 
stead-i  -   ly  march, 
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ward,  on 

Joyful  -  ly  march,  steadi 
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ward,  a 
march, 
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Loyalty  to  tlie  Master. — Concluded. 
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hap-py  and  loy-al  throng,  Loy-  al   to    our  Saviour  and  our    King 

to  our  Saviour  and  our  King. 
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No.  183.      I  Surrender  All  to  Jesus. 


Mary  De  Witt, 


wm 


n  q 


=£ 


& 


W.  H.  Doane. 

-'4 


*=* 


m 


i=$=i±9=*=i 


3=* 


1.  Like  a  wand'ring  sheep  from  the  fold  I  stray'd,  From  the  Shepherd's  tender  care ; 

2.  There  was  joy  and  peace  in  this  heart  of  mine, That  the  world  can  never  give, 

3.  I  will  praise  his  name  while  he  gives  me  breath,  For  he's  cleans'd  and  made  me  whole; 
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But  I  heard  his  voice  and  I  came  by  faith  To  the  bless-  ed  gate  of  pray'r. 
When  I  felt  the  touch  of  my  Saviour's  hand,  And  he  whispered, look  and  live. 
I     will  praise  his  name  for  redeeming  grace,  And  the  love  that  fills  my   soul. 
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I     sur  -  ren  -  der    all      to     Je  -  sus,  And  to     him  the   glo  -  ry 
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I      sur  -  ren-  der    all      to     Je  -  sus,    On   the  cross  fie  died   for 


o--o-f-o— % 


r 

me. 


m 


-& — *- 


Copyright.  1904,  by  W.  H.  Doane 


3==t= 


185 


t=t 


i>   u    b  TT 


No.  184.    When  the  Roll  is  Called  up  Yonder. 
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1.  When  the   trum-pet  of  the  Lord  shall  sound, and  time  shall  be    no  more, 

2.  On  that  bright  and  cloudless  morning  when  the  dead  in  Christ  shall  rise, 

3.  Let      us       la  -  bor  for   the  Mas-  ter  from  the   dawn  till  set-  ting  sun, 
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And  the  morning  breaks, eternal,  bright  and  fair;  When  the  sav'd  of  earth  shall 
And  the  glo  -  ry  of  his  res- ur-rection  share;  When  his  chos-en  ones  shall 
Let      us  talk  of  all  his  wondrous  love  and  care,  Then,  when  all  of  life     is 


yon 


■der,  I'll  be  there.  When  the  roll is  called  up  yon        -        der, 

When  the  roll  is  called  up   yonder.  I'll  be  there, 
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When  the 


roll is  called  up  yon  -  der,  When  the- 

When  the  roll      is  called  up     yon -der,  I'll      be  there, 
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When  the  Roll  is  Called  up  Yonder.— Concluded. 
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roll is  call'd  up  yonder,  When  the  roll  is  call'd  up  yonder,  I'll  be  there. 

When  the  roll 
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No.  185.      There  is  No  Dearer  Friend. 


Rev.  E.  A.  Hoffman. 
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1.  There  is     no  near-er,  dear  - 

2.  There  is     no  oth  -  er  friend 

3.  There  is     no  one     so   kind 


IS 
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er  friend 
on  earth 
as     he, 


Than  Je-  sua  Christ,  my  Sav-iour, 
Who  loves  me  so      sin-cere  -  ly, 
So    gra-  cious  and   so    ten  -  der, 
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Up  -  on    his  good-ness    I 

In    him  my  soul     is     sat  ■ 

A      ver  -  y  pres  -  ent  help 
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de  -  pend, 
is  -  fled, 
in    need, 


And  seek  his  love  and  fa  -  vor. 
And  O  I  love  him  dear  -  ly. 
A    guardian   and     de  -  fen  -  der. 
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There  is       no     sweeter  name  than  his, 


No  friend  to     me      is    near 
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as   with  him      I  walk,  The  way     is  grow  -  ing  dear-er. 
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No.  186. 


Gathering  Home. 


Miss  Mariana  B.  Slade 
fc 


1=1 1 4 1 1 1- 1_ 


SSS 


H^ 


-N— iv 


R.   M,   MMNT08H. 

v  IN    h 


1 


l=Sz 


^ 


*—*—£: 


fzfi 


-°-0 — • — 0 — 0 — J- 


»-*r 


1.  Up  to  the  bounti-ful  Giv-er  of  life, — Gathering   home!  gathering  home! 

2.  Up  to  the  city  where  falleth  no  night, — Gathering   home!  gathering  home! 

3.  Up  to  the  beautiful  mansions  above, — Gathering   home!  gathering  home ! 
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Up  to  the  dwelling  where  cometh  no  strife,  The  dear  ones  are  gathering  home. 
Up  where  the  Saviour's  ownface  is  the  light,  The  dear  ones  are  gathering  home. 
Safe    in  the  arms  of  his   in-fin-  ite  love,    The  dear  ones  are  gathering  home. 
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Gath-er -  ing    home! <•     gath-er -  ing    home! . 


Gath-er  -  ing   home  ! 
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gath-er  -  ing  home  ! 
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Nev-er   to  sor-row  more,  never   to  roam;  Gather-ing  home! 
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gath-er-ing   home! God's  children  are  gather  -  ing    home. 


gath-er  -  ing  home ! 
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No.  187. 

J.  E.  Rankin,  D.  D. 


God  Be  With  You. 


W.  G.  Tomes. 
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1.  God  be  with  you  till  we  meet  a-gain,  By   his  counseIs,guide, uphold  you, 

2.  God  be  with  you  till  we  meet  a-gain,  'Neath  his  wings  securely  hide  you, 

3.  God  be  with  you  till  we  meet  a-gain,  When  life's  perils  thick  confound  you, 

4.  God  be  with  you  till  we  meet  a-gain,  Keep  love's  banner  floating  o'er  you, 
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With     his  sheep  securely   fold  you,    God  be 

Dai    -     ly  manna  still  provide  you,    God  be 

Put       his  arms  unfailing  round  you,  God  be 

Smite  death's  threat' ning  wave  before  you,  God  be 


with  you  till  we  meet  a- 
with  you  till  we  meet  a 
with  you  till  we  meet  a 
with  you  till  we  meet  a- 
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Till     we    meet,     till        we 


meet,  Till    we 

meet,      a    -  gain,  Till      we 
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meet     at      Je  -  sus'   feet,      .  Till   we     meet, 

meet        at       Je  -  sus'      feet,  Till  we  meet,  Til!  we  i 
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God      be    with  you  till    we 
God        be       with   you     till      we 
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No.  188.  Nearer,  Still  Nearer. 


Mrs.  C.  H.  Morris. 
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1.  Near  -  er,  still  near- er,  close  to  thy  heart,  Draw  me,  nry  Sav-iour,  so 

2.  Near  -  er,  still  near-  er,  noth-  ing  I   bring,   Naught  as    an   off-'ring  to 

3.  Near-er,  still  near-er,  Lord,  to   be  thine    Sin,    with  its    fol-lies,    I 

4.  Near  -  er,  still  near- er,  while  life  shall  last,  Till     safe    in    glo-ry  my 
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precious  thou  art;  Fold  me,  O  fold  me  close  to  thy  breast,  Shel  -  ter  me 

Je  -  sus  my  King;  On  -  ly  my  sin-ful,  now  contrite  heart,  Grant  me  the 

glad  -  ly  re  -  sign ;  A 11  of  its  pleasures,  pomp  and  its  pride,  Give  me  but 

an-choris    cast;  Thro' endless  a  -  ges,  ev  -  er  to    be,     Near-er,  my 
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safe  in  that  "  Haven  of  Rest,"  Shelter  me  safe  in  that  "  Haven  of  Rest." 
cleansing  thy  blood  doth  impart,  Grant  me  the  cleansing  thy  blood  doth  impart. 
Je  -  sus,  my  Lord  cru-ci-fied,  Give  me  but  Je-sus,  my  Lord  cru-ci  -  fled. 
Sav-  iour,  still  nearer  to  thee.    Near-er,  my  Sav-iour,  still  nearer  to  thee. 
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No.  189. 


Deeper  Yet. 


Rev.  Johnson  Oatman,  Jr. 


WM.  J.  KlRKPATRICK. 
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1.  In    the  blood  from  the  cross  I  have  been  wash 'd  from  sin; 

2.  Day    by  day,  hour  by  hour  Blessings  are  sent  to      me; 

3.  Near  to  Christ  I  would  live,  Fol-low-iug  him  each  day; 

4.  Now  I  have  peace, sweet  peace,  While  in  this  world  of  sin; 
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But  to  be 
But  for  more 
What  I  ask 
But   to  pray 
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Deeper  Yet.— Concluded. 

Chorus. 


free  from  dross  Still  I  would  en  -  ter  in. 
of  his  pow'r  Ev-er  my  pray'r  shall  be, 
he  will  give,  So  then  with  faith  I  pray. 
I'll   not  cease  Till   I  am  pure  with  -  in. 
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Deep  -  er  yet,  deep  -  er  yet, 
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Into  the  crimson  flood ;  Deeper  yet,  deeper  yet,  Under  the  precious  blood. 
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No.  190. 

Fanny  J    Crosby. 


Hide  Thou  Me. 


Ps.  32 


Robert  Lowry,  D.  D. 


V 


1.  In   thy  cleft,  O  Rock  of  A  -ges,  Hide  thou  me;  When  the  fitful  tempest 

2.  Froin  the  snare  of  sinful  pleasure,  Hide  thou  me;  Thou,  my  soul's  eternal 

3.  In    the  lone-ly  night  of  sorrow,  Hide  thou  me;  Till  in  glo-ry  dawns  the 
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rag  -  es,  Hide  thou  me;  Where  no  mor  -  tal  arm  can  sev  -  er  From  my 
treasure,  Hide  thou  me;  When  the  world  its  pow'r  is  wielding,  And  my 
morrow,  Hide  thou  me;   In       the  sight  of  Jor-dan's  billow,  Let     thy 

l\       jS 


heart  thy  love  for-  ev  -  er,  Hide  me,  O  thou  Rock  of  A-ges,  Safe  in  thee, 

heart    is  almost  yielding,  Hide  me,  O  thou  Rock  of  A-ges,  Safe  in  thee. 

bos  -   om  be   my  pillow;  Hide  me,  O  thou  Rock  of  A-ges,  Safe  in  thee. 
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No.  191.    There's  Power  in  Jesus'  Blood. 


Hope  Tryaway. 


Wm.  J.  KlRKPATRICK. 
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1.  My  hap-  py  soul   re-joic-es,    The   sky  is  bright  a  -  bove ;   I'll  join  the 

2.  I    heard  the  blessed  sto  -  ry    Of    him  who  died  to   save;   The  love    of 

3.  His  gracious  words  of  pardon   Were  rnu-sic  to   my,  heart ;   He  took  a  - 

4.  I  plunge  beneath  this  fountain,  That  cleanseth  white  as  snow ;  It  pours  from 

5.  O  crown  him  King  for-ev  -  er !   My  Saviour  and  my  Friend ;   By    Zi  -  on's 


heav'n  -  ly  voic-es,   And  sing  redeeming  love.j 

Christ  swept  o'er  me,  My    all    to  him  I  gaveV 

way      my  bur-den,  And  bade  my  fears  depart.  >  For  there's  pow'r  in  Jesus'  blood, 

Calv'ry's  mountain,  With  blessings  in  its  flow.V 

crys  -   tal    riv-er    His  praise  shall  never  end./ 
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Pow'r  in  Jesus'  blood ;  There's  pow'r  in  Jesus'  blood  To  wash  me  white  as  snow. 
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No.  192. 

Fanny  J.  Crosby. 


Near  the  Cross. 


Col.  1 :  20. 


W.  H.  Doane. 
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Je-sus,  keep  me  near  the  cross;  There  a  precious  fountain,  Free   to   all —  a 
Near  the  cross,  a  trembling  soul,  Love  and  mercy  found  me ;  There  the  bright  and 
Near  the  cross,  O  Lamb  of  God,  Bring  its  scenes  before  me;  Help  me  walk  from 
Near  the  cross  I'll  watch  and  wait,  Hoping,  trusting  ev  -  er,    Till    I  reach  the 
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Near  the  Cross. — Concluded. 

Chorus. 
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heal-ing  stream — Flows  from  Calvary's  mountain. 
Morn-ing  Star  Sheds  its  beams  a-  round  me. 
day  to  day  With  its  shad-ow  o'er  me. 
gold  -  en  strand,  Just  be  -  yond  the  riv  -  er. 


In    the  cross,   in    the  cross, 
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Be  my  glo  -  ry  ev  -  er,  Till  my  raptured  soul  shall  find  Rest  beyond  the  riv-  er. 
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No.  193. 

E.  D.  Mund. 


Thou  Thinkest,  Lord,  ot  Me. 
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E.  S.  Lorenz. 
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1.  A  -  mid  the    tri  -  als  which  I  meet,  A  -  mid  the  thorns  that  pierce  my  feet, 

2.  The  cares  of  life  come  thronging  fast,  Up-  on  my  soul  their  shad-ow  cast; 

3.  Let  shadows  come,  let   shad-ows  go,  Let  life  be  bright  or  dark  with  woe, 
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me! 
me! 
me! 


One  tho't  re -mains  su-preme-ly  sweet,  Thou  thinkest,  Lord,  of 
Their  gloom  re-minds  my  heart  at  last,  Thou  thinkest,  Lord,  of 
I      am   con  -  tent,     for   this     I  know,  Thou  thinkest,  Lord,  of 
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D.  S. -What  need  I     fear  when  thou  art  near,    And  thinkest,  Lord,  of      me? 
Chorus 
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Thou  thinkest,  Lord,    of      me,  Thou  think-est,  Lord,  of       me; 

of  me,  of  me 
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No.  194. 

Fanny  J.  Crosby. 


Keep  Me  Thine. 
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W.  H.  Doane. 
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1.  Make  thine   a -bode  with  me,     Be      thou  my  guest;  Thou    art    my 

2.  Why  should  I   doubt  and   fear     When  thou  art  mine  ?  How    can      I 

3.  Tho'  hedged  on   ev  -  'ry     side     My     path  may    be,  Glad  -  ly       I 

4.  Thine,  tho'  my  days     be    long,    Sav  -  iour    di  -  vine,  Thine,  when  their 
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por  -  tion  here,  Thou  art  my 
faint  or  fall,  My  hand  in 
fol  -  low  on,  Trust-  ing  in 
light  shall  fade,  No    more    to 
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rest;  Tho',  like    a    sura-  mer  day, 

thine  ?  Light    of     my    pil  -  grim  way, 

thee;  Love,    on     ce  -  les  -  tial  wings, 

shine;  O        thou   un-changing  Word, 

g      g 


Fond  hopes  may  fade  away,  Je  -  sus,  my  heart  can  say,  Thou  knowest  best. 
My  soul's  e  -  ter-  nal  day,  Help  me  to  watch  and  pray,  Lord,keep  me  thine. 
Peace  to  my  spir-it  brings,  While  faith  looks  up  and  sings,  Glo  -  ry  to  thee. 
Thou  from  all  time  adored — Liv  -  ing  or   dy-ing,  Lord,  Still    I    am  thine. 
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No.  195. 


Bless  Me  Now. 


Alexander  Clark,  D.  D. 


Robert  Lowry,  D.  D. 
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1.  Heav'n-ly    Fa-ther,  bless  me  now; 

2.  Now,     O  Lord  !  this   ve  -  ry  hour, 

3.  Now,   just  now,  for    Je-  sus'  sake, 

4.  Nev  -   er     did      I      so      a  -  dore 


At  the  Cross  of  Christ  I  bow; 
Send  thy  grace  and  show  thy  pow'r; 
Lift  the  clouds,  and  fet  -  ters  break; 
Je  -  sus  Christ,  thy  Son,    be  -  fore! 
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Bless  Me  Now.— Concluded. 
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Take   my  guilt  and  grief      a  -  way; 
While  I     rest     up  -  on      thy  word, 
While  I    look,  and   as        I      cry, 
Now  the  time!  and  this    the  place! 


Hear  and  heal  me  now,  I  pray. 
Come  and  bless  me  now,  O  Lord! 
Touch  and  cleanse  me  ere  I  die. 
Gra  -  cious   Fa  -  ther,  show  thy  grace. 
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Chorus. 
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Bless    me  now,     bless   me  now,  Heav'n-ly    Fa-  ther,  bless  me  now, 
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No.  196.       Sweet  Moments  of  Prayer. 


Fanny  J.  Crosby. 
Gently 


W.  H.  Doane. 


1.  Herefrom  the  world  we  turn,  Je  -  sus  to  seek;  Here  may  his  lov-ing  voice 

2.  Come,   Ho  -  ly  Com-fort-er,     Presence  di-vine,  Now    in  our  longing  hearts 

3.  Sav  -  iour,  thy  work  revive,    Here  may  we  see   Those  who  are  dead  in  sin 
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Ten  -  der  -  ly  speak ; 
Gra  -  cious-ly  shine; 
Quickened   by    thee; 

-f-      •       «  . 


Je  -  sus,  our  dear  -  est 
O  for  thy  might- y 
Come  to    our  hearts  to  - 


friend, 
Pow'r, 
night, 


While  at    thy 
O  for       a 
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feet  we  bend,  O  let  thy  smile  de-scend, 
bless -ed  show'r,  Fill  -  ing  this  hal-lowed  hour 
bur  -  den  light,     Cheer  thou  our  wait-  ing  sight, 
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thee  we  seek. 

joy   di  -  vine. 

long  for  thee. 
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No.  197.    All  the  Promises  are  Mine. 


E.  H.  Stokes,  D.  D. 


WM.  J.    KlRKPATRICK. 
*        IS 
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1.  All  the  prom- is -es  of    Je  -  sus,  All   his  bless  -  ed  words  di-vine; 

2.  All  his  prom  -  is  -  es  of   par  -  don,  Coming  from  the  throne  a-bove, 

3.  All  his  prom- is -es  of  com- fort,  Ev -'ry  prom  -  ise   of     re -lief; 

4.  All  his  prom  -  is  -  es  e  -  ter  -  nak  Honored   in      the    a  •  ges  past, 

J-  j/. 
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All  his  prom  -  is-es  of  fa-  vor,  All  are  mine,  for-ev-  er  mine. 
All  his  prom  -  is-es  of  cleansing,  All  his  prom  -is-es  of  love. 
All  his  prom  -  is-es  of  glad-ness,  Prom-is  -  es  of  joy  in  grief. 
Words  which  must  remain  unbroken,  Prom-is  -  es  of  heav'n  at  last. 
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Chorus. 


^ 


-£-r>-^- 


V     V 


v 


r 


All   are  mine,  O  matchless  mer -  cy !    O   how  boundless  is     the  store! 
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All    his  prom  -  is-es      of     fa  -  vor,  All  are  mine    for-  ev  -  er  more. 
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No.  198.  My  Saviour. 

Dora  Greenwell. 
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Wm.  J.  Kirkpatrick. 
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1.  I '     am  not  skill'd  to  un-der-stand  What  God  hath  will'd,what  God  hath  plann'd ; 

2.  I     take  him  at    his  word  indeed:  "Christ  died  for  sinners, "  this  I  read; 

3.  That  he  should  leave  his  place  on  high,  And  come  for  sinful  man  to  die, 

4.  And  O   that  he    fulfilled  may  see  The  trav-ail    of     his  soul  in   me! 

5.  Yea,  liv-ing,  dy-  ing,  let  me  bring  My  strength,  my  solace  from  this  spring, 
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My  Saviour. — Concluded. 
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I  on  -  ]y  know  at  his  right  hand  Stands  One  who  is  my  Sav-iour! 
For  in  my  heart  I  find  a  need  Of  him  to  be  my  Sav-iour! 
You  count  it  strange? — so  once  did  I,  Be  -  fore  I  knew  my  Sav-iour! 
And  with  his  work  con  -  tent-ed  be,  As  I  with  my  dear  Sav-iour! 
That  he  who  lives    to      be   my  King  Once  died  to   be     my  Sav-iour! 
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199.      Jesus  Has  Lifted  the  Load. 
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E.  E, 


Wm.  J.    KlRKPATRICK. 
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The  trust-  ing   heart  to     Je  -  sus  clings,  Nor  an  -   y      ill     for  -  bodes, 

The  pass  -  ing  days  bring  man  -  y  cares,  ' '  Fear  not, ' '  I  hear  him  say, 

He    tells   me      of     my    Father's  love,  And  nev  -  er-slumb'ring  eye; 

When  to    the  throne  of  grace     I     flee,    I       find   the   prom-ise  true, 
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But  at  the  cross  of  Cal-v'ry,  sings,  Praise  God  for 
And  when  my  fears  are  turned  to  prayers,  The  bur-  dens 
My  ev  -  er  -  last-ing  King  a  -  bove  Will  all  my 
The  might- y     arms  up  -  hold-  ing    me     Will  bear  my 


lift  -  ed     loads, 
slip      a  -   way. 
needs  sup  -  ply. 
bur-  dens     too. 
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Chorus. 
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Sing-ing    I    go      a-long  life's  road,  Praising  the  Lord, 
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Sing-ing   I     go      a -long  life's  road,  For  Je- sus  has  lift- ed  my      load. 
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W.  H.  D. 


Deeper  Love. 
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W.  H-  Doane. 
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1.  Pre  -  cious  Sav-iour,   dear  -  est  Friend,  While  we  bend    the     knee, 

2.  Come  and  con-  se  -  crate     us     now,    Seal  us  ev    -    er      thine; 

3.  Trust-ing    as      a      lit    -     tie  child     Help  us,  Lord,    to      be, 

4.  Deep-er   love,  yes,  deep  -  er     love,    This  our  con  -  stant  plea; 
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Come    and  give  our     long  -  ing  hearts  Deep  -  er      love  to      thee. 

May      we      to  thy    ho    -    ly     will  Ev    -    'ry     pow'r  re  -  sign. 

While  we    ask       in     sim  -  pie  faith  Deep  -  er     love  to      thee. 

Deep  -  er    love,  yes,   deep  -  er    love,  Till     we're  lost  in      thee. 
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Sav  -  iour,    lov-  ing   Redeem  -  er,    Sav-  iour,    precious  to  me,    Grant  me,  I 
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pray  thee, More  of  thy  Spir  -  it,  Drawing   me    clos  • 
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No.  201.  Amazing  Grace. 

Charles  Wesley.  Arlington.     C.  M. 

A— rV 


=t 


q=S=q: 


J — L 


:^: 


Thomas  A.  Arne. 
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1.  A   -     maz-ing  grace,how  sweet  the  sound  That  sav'd 

2.  'Twas  grace  that  taught  my  heart  to  fear,    And  grace 

3.  Thro'     ma  -  ny  dan-gers,  toils  and  snares,  I        have 


a  wretch  like     me! 
my  fears    re  -  lieved; 
al  -  read  -  y       come; 
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Amazing  Grace.— Concluded. 
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I  once  was  lost,  but  now  am  found:  Was  blind,  but  now 
How  pre-cious  did  that  grace  ap-pear,  The  hour  I  first 
'Tis  grace  that  bro't  me    safe  thus  far,    And  grace  will  lead 
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I       see. 
be  -  lieved. 
me   home. 

J2 


& 


No.  202. 

E.  A.  Barnes. 


Bless  the  Lord,  My  Soul. 


WN.  J.   KlRKPATRICK. 
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No.  203. 


Holy,  Holy,  Holy! 


Reginald  Heber,  D.  D. 
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Rev.  John  B.  Dykeb. 
JV-4— 


1.  Ho-ly,  ho-ly,  ho-  ly!      Lord    God  Almight  -  y !    Ear-ly    in   the 

2.  Ho-ly,  ho-ly,  ho-  ly!     all  the  saints  a-  dore  thee,  Casting  down  their 

3.  Ho-ly,  ho-ly,  ho-  ly!  tho'  the  darkness  hide  thee,  Tho'   the  eye  of 

4.  Ho-ly,  ho-ly,  ho-  ly!      Lord    God  Almight- y!  All  thy  works  shall 


*  *  NTH* 

morn    -    ing  our  song  shall  rise   to      thee;    Ho  -  ly,    ho-  ly,  ho  -  ly! 

golden  crowns a-round  the  glass- y        sea;     Cher-  u-  him  and  ser-a-phim, 

sin-  fulmanthy  glo  -  ry   may  not     see;     On  -  ly  thou  art  ho   -   ly! 

praise  thy  name,in  earth,and  sky  and   sea;     Ho  -  ly,    ho-  ly,  ho  -   ly! 
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there 
mer  - 
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ci-ful  and  might-y,  God  in  three  per-  sons,  blessed  Trin  -  i  -  ty! 
ing  down  before  thee,  Which  wert,and  art,  and     ev-ermore  shalt  be. 

is  none  beside  thee,Per  -  feet  in  pow'r,  in  love, and  pu  -  ri  -  ty. 
ci-  ful  and  might-y,    God     in  three  per  -  sons,  blessed  Trin  -  i  -  ty ! 
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No.  204.       He  is  All  in  All  to  Me. 


Fanny  J.  Crosby. 


Arr.  by  W.  J.  K. 
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There  is  constant  joy     a  -  bid  -  ing     In  Christ  my  Lord  and  King;  Of 
When  my  path  is  veiled  in  shad-ows,    And  clouds  a-bove  me      roll,    I 
I        can    see  his  bow   of  prom-ise      Thro'  tears  and  tri-  als    deep;  I 
I       shall  yet    behold  and  praise  him,  And  dwell  in  per  -  feet  peace,  In 
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Ho  is  All  in  All  to  Me.— Concluded 

Chorus. 


love  that  passeth  knowledge  My  heart  and  tongue  shall  sing, 
smile  a  -  raid  the  tern-  pest,  His  glo  -  ry  fills  my  soul, 
hear  his  voice  like  mu  -  sic,  that  lulls  my  care  to  sleep, 
gold -en  land  of  beau- ty,  Where  cloud  and  wave  shall  cease. 


He  is   all    in  all 
And  my  song  of  songs 
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Hal  -  le  -  lu  -  jah,  O 


my   Sav-iour! 


-# gi — •— I- 

*      *     f 

I     am  trust-ing    on  -  ly 

hi  i    i 


r 

thee. 


-V— I- 


£-)?•'    J 


B 


No.  205. 

Fanny  J.  Crosby. 


Rest  in  Jesus. 


W.  H.  Doane. 


1.  Come  with  all      thy  sor    -    row,   Wea    -    ry,      wan-d'ring 

2.  He,     thy  strength  in  weak  -  ness,   Will        thy       ref  -  uge 

3.  Come     in    faith,    be    -  liev   -   ing,    To  his       will     re  - 

4.  See       the  door     of  mer   -   cy!     Wouldst  thou     en  -   ter 
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Chorus. 
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Come  to  him  who  loves  thee — He  will  make  thee  whole. 

Cast    on  him  thy  bur-  den — He     will  care  for    thee.    I  rp,         .  , 

Ask,  and  he    will  give  thee;  Seek, and  thou shalt  find. 

Knock, and  he  will  o  -  pen;    Lo!      the  key    is   pray'r. 
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Je  -  sus,  sweet,  sweet  rest:   There  is  rest   in   Je  -  sus, sweet, sweet  rest. 
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No.  206.     0  Hearts  That  are  Weary. 


Fanny  J.  Crosby. 


Wm.  J.   KIRKPATRICK. 


_J 

T  tt 

I       h. 

1      'r\      il     I       Is 

1           h        r\ 

-,*-  * 

r      ^      ^      i 

1 

*         0\        J 

>    4   Is 

3       4 m      J      J — -iN 

_J      ±      4    J4 1 

— b—b « — - 

«J 

(z_Jty_L ^ ^ ^ ; ^    L^ ^      ^      *  .    *    L*+- 

1.  0    hearts  that  are  wea-ry      of     toil  -  ing  and  tears,  Come  clos  -er      to 

2.  0,      why  are    ye  troub-led,when  Je  -  sus  the  Lord  Has    left  for  your 

3.   Come  clos -er     to     Je-sus,  and  lean    on  his  breast,  Come  clos -er     to 

4.  Tho'    oft     on  life's   o  -  cean  your  ves  -  sel     is  tossed,  With  Je  -  sus  our 
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Cho.-O    hearts  that  are  wea-ry      of     toil  -  ing  and  tears,  Come  clos- er      to 
,  Fine. 
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Je  -  sus,    and  ban  -  ish  your  fears; 
com-fort     the  light     of    his  word? 
Je  -  sus,  your    ref  -  uge  and   rest; 
pi  -  lot     you  can  -  not    be    lost; 


Tho'  ma  -  ny  your  tri  -  als,    your 
He    tells    you    to  trust  him,  what  ■ 
O,     heed    not  the   bil-  lows  that 
Your  sails  may   be  shattered    and 
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Je  -  sus,    and  ban  -  ish  your  fears. 
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D.  C.  Chorus. 


lf=* 


1 


*=* 


*«— *-«— r 


cross  -  es  and  cares,  Re-  mem-  ber  his 
ev  -  er  be  -  tide,  And  gives  the  as 
dark  -  ly  may  roll,  His  smile  is  the 
torn     by   the  blast,  But    in  -  to    the 


prom-ise      to   an-swer  your  pray' rs. 
■  sur-ance   that  he    will  pro-vide. 

sunshine    of  peace   to    the  soul. 

har  -  bor  he'll  bring  you    at  last. 
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No.  207.      Is  There  Room  for  Me? 


E.  E.  Hewitt. 
m  Gently. 


Wm.  J.  Kirkpatrick. 
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1.  Sav  -  iour,  in  whose  name   I     pray,  Thou   the     Life,the  Truth,  the  Way; 

2.  At      the   sprinkled  mer  -  cy- seat     Let      nie     find   ac- cept-ance  sweet; 

3.  Ma  -  ny,  in      the    life      be -low,    Sought  thee,  press 'd  by  want  and  woe; 

4.  In     that  cit  -  y     built    on  high,  Far        be  -  yond  this  changeful  sky, 
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Is  There  Room  for  Me  ?— Concluded. 


Chori  s. 


At      the  cross  of  Cal-  va-  ry,     Is  there  room  for  rue  ?  ^  Is  there  room  for  me  ? 
Thousands  there  for  refuge  flee;  Is  there  room  for  me  ? 
Ma  -   ny  now  are  seeking  thee ;  Is  there  room  for  me  ? 
Lov'd  ones  now  thy  beauty  see ;  Is  there  room  for  me?  ' 

*.    JfL     JL  .«..        |  [^ 


— i — sz-F^-11 l== — — P— FFF11! — tn — — c 3 


1 


-4— M 


1 


—I P-J -H-l— 1^4 


FH-H 1 P 


H- 


atzi- 


Is  there  room  for  me  ?  Saviour,  on  thy  loving  breast  Let  me  sweetly  rest. 

forme,  sweetly  rest. 
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John  R.  Thomas. 
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No.  20S. 


Jesse  P.  Tompkins. 


True  Rest. 
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1.  O      weary  souls  who  long  for  rest,  O  troubled,  restless  hearts,  There  is    a 

2.  The  shadows  dark  that  cloud  the  sky,The  burdens  hard  to  bear,  The  joys  that 

3.  He  trod  the  wine-press  all  alone,  Sorrow  and  grief  he  knew ;  The  hands  that 

4.  Rest  only  comes  when  his  dear  voice  Bids  calm  the  troubled  sea ;  'Tis  when  we 

5.  Then  do  not  slight  the  proffered  hand,  And  drive  the  nails  a-new;  Look  up  and 

n £  t- -  n  - . .  .      pL 


kind  and  lov-ing  breast,  Where  pity  ne'er  departs, 
bloom  to  fade  and  die,  He  marks  with  tender  care, 
felt      the  cru  -  el  nails  He  reach-es  down  to  you. 
hear  his  '  'Peace  be  still ! ' '  Earth's  darkest  shadows  flee. 
see     your  Sav-iour  stand,  And   of  -  f er  rest  to  you. 


Rest,  rest,  sweet,  sweet  rest ; 
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calms  life's  troubled  sea  Will  give  you  rest, sweet  rest. 
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JVo.  209. 


Wonderful  Lore. 


Grace  J.  Frances. 
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Dun-tain     cold! 
ght     di  -  vine, 
av  -  iour's  throne! 
'ace    we      come, 

•                    .—^ 

1.  Won  -  der 

2.  Won  -  der 

3.  Won -der - 

4.  When  to 
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-  ful  love  that  found  us 
■  ful  love  whose  presence, 

ful  love  that  keeps  us 
the  gate      of       E   -   den 

-0-     -0-       -0-      -0-  '    -#-• 

Out 
Beam 
Near 
Gath 
-0-  • 

• 

on  the  m 
-ing  with  li 

to  the  S 
-ered  in    pt 

fm\'  P    \           1        ' 

#    *       0  • 

0   .     « 

t 

*    '    * 

IrJ-  o 

0 

r 

**s    Q    V    '      W 

#       « 

!        !  ' 

y      p    ^ 

L  .  u  -*1 

or        R 

]y 

1        1 

^       0 

b- 

1 

1/ 

1   H 

£ 


*=* 


^^ 


Won  -  der  -  ful  love  that  brought  us  In   -  to      the    Sav  -  iour's  fold. 

Ev    -    er  thro'  clouds  and  dark  -  ness  Mak  -eth    the    sun       to      shine. 

Drop-ping    in     ten  -  der  bless  -  ings,  Filled  with  a     joy       un  -  known. 

Won -der -ful  love    our  pass -word  In   -   to     the  soul's  dear    home. 
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Won  -  der  -  ful      love    of 
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Je  -  sus!     Tell     it     in    thank -ful      song; 
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Tell     of    its 


pow'r  and  great-ness;  Sing    it      the  whole   day     long. 
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No.  210.       I  Love  Thy  Kingdom,  Lord. 


Timothy  Dwight. 


St.  Thomas.    S.  M. 
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Ceorge  F.  Handel. 
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love 
love 
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thy   king  -  dom,  Lord,     The  house    of     thine     a   -  bode — 
thy  church,    O        God ;     Her  walls     be  -  fore    thee   stand, 
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1  Love  Thy  Kingdom.  Lord.— Concluded. 
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deem-er  saved    With    his    own  precious  blood, 
of  thine  eye,      And    grav-en     on    thy  hand. 
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The  church  our  blest  Re 
Dear    as    the     ap-ple 
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3  For  her  my  tears  shall  fall, 
For  her  my  prayers  ascend; 
To  her  my  cares  and  toils  be  giv'n, 
Till  toils  and  cares  shall  end. 


Beyond  my  highest  joy, 
I  prize  her  heavenly  ways, 

Her  sweet  communion,  solemn  vows, 
Her  hymns  of  love  and  praise. 


No.  211.        Graven  On  Thy  Palms. 


D.   B.   PURINTON 


W.   H.   DOANE. 


1.  If        grav-en  on  thy  palm,  Dear   Lord,  I  be,  If       from  thine 

2.  When  grav-en  on  thy  palm,  Lord,     I     shall  be  Held     in     thy 

3.  If        grav-  en  on  thy  palm,  Lord,     I       am  sure,  What-  ev  -  er 
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o  -   pen  hand  Thy    face      I 
lov  -  ing  hand  From  dan  -   ger 
may  be  -  tide,  My     hope     se 
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oth  -  er  face  than  thine 
e  -  vil  ways  I  leave, 
I     shall  ev   -    er      be, 
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Shall  fix  my  sight, 
Lord,  thee  to  own, 
Kept   by   thy  love, 


Or      fill   my  rap-tured  soul  With  heav'nly  light. 
My  -  self    I     free  -  ly  give  To     thee  a  -   lone. 
Till    thy  dear  face    I      see    In     realms  a  -  bove. 
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No.  212.      Keep  Praying*  as  You  Go. 


Fanny  J.  Crosby. 


*4= 


ll±£E?z 


t=^ 


4—4- 


W.  H.  Doane. 


:li 


a 


1.  Come, burdened  souls,  with  all  your  guilt,  And  all  your  weight  of      woe, 

2.  Be   -   hold    the   pre-cious  Lamb  who  died  For   man,  his  love    to     show; 

3.  Now,   sol  -  diers,  gird  your    ar  -  mor   on,   And  bold  -  ly   meet  the    foe; 

4.  Ye        pil-grims    on     the   heav'n-ly  way,  Thro' tri  -  als  here    be  -  low, 
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There's  mer  -  cy       at        a  throne    of     grace;  Keep  pray-ing   as 

And    while   you  seek    the  blood-stained  cross,  Keep  pray-ing   as 

Let      faith     di  -  rect,   and   hope       in  -  spire;  Keep  pray-ing   as 

O,        nev  -  er     doubt    a      Sav  -  iour's  love;  Keep  pray-ing   as 


you  go. 
you  go. 
you  go. 
you    go. 


Re-copyrighted,  1901,  by  VT.  H.  Doane. 

No.  213.     0  Thou  that  Hearest  Prayer. 


Fanny  J.  Crosby. 


W.  H.  Doane 
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1.  O  Thou  that  hearest  pray'r,  Now  from  thy  throne  Bow  down  thine  ear  to  us, 

2.  More  of  thy  righteous  will  Grant  we  may  know ;  More  of  thy  precious  love, 

3.  Star      of  the  ris-ing  morn,  Shine  on  our  way;     Source  of  e  -  ter-nal  truth, 
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0  Thou  that  Hearest  Prayer. 
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Concluded. 
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We  are  thine  own;  While  in  thy  name  we  plead  Grace  for  this 
Lord,  may  we  show;  Lift  up  the  faint- ing  heart,  Strength  to  the 
Teach      us     to    pray;     Still  may  our  souls    a  -  bide  Close      to     thy 


m$E£ 


hour  of  need,  O  Sav-iour,  in-ter-cede;  Help,  Lord,  thine  own. 
weak  im- part;  Thou  our  de-liv-'rer  art;  Help,  Lord,  thine  own. 
bleeding   side;     O      Sav-iour,  be    our  guide;  Help,  Lord,  thine  own. 
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No.  214. 

Bertha  J.  Mason. 


Christ,  My  Rock. 
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I  will  sing  of  my  sal-  va-tion,  Christ,my  Rock;  On  the  on  -  ly  sure  foun- 
I  will  praise  the  pow'r  that  holds  me,  Christ,my  Rock ;  I  will  sing  the  love  that 
On  the  tow 'ring  heights  reposing,  Christ,  my  Rock ;  When  these  eyes  on  earth  are 
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da  -  tion,  Christ,  my  Rock;  I  have  built  my  house  for-  ev  -  er,  Where  the 
folds  me,  Christ,  my  Rock;  Sol  -  id  Rock  unmoved,  a  -  bid-ing,  While  e  - 
clos-  ing,  Christ,  my  Rock;  Then  my  soul  shall  waft  the  sto  -  ry,  Thro'  the 
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flood  can  reach  me  never,  Blessed 
ter  -  nal  years  are  gliding,  Blessed 
gates  of  endless  glo  -  ry,  Blessed 


Hope  of 
Hope  of 
Hope  of 


my  sal  -va-tion,  Christ,  my 
my  sal  -va-tion,  Christ,  my 
my  sal  -va-tion,  Christ,  my 


Rock. 
Rock. 
Rock. 
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No.  215. 


There  is  a  Fountain. 


Lowell  Mason. 
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1.  There   is 

2.  The      dy 


a  fount-aiu  filled  with  blood,  Drawn  from  Ini-man-uel's  veins; 
iug  thief     re-joiced   to    see      That  fount-ain   in      his      day; 
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And     sinners,  plunged  beneath  that  flood,  Lose    all  their  guile  -  y     stains. 
And  there  may    I,  though  vile   as    he,      Wash  all     my  sin?      a  -  way. 
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D.S.-And  sinners,  plunged  beneath  that  flood,  Lose    all  their  guinj  -  y 
D.S.- And  there  may  I,  though  vile    as    he,     Wash   all    my  sine      a 


stains, 
way. 

D.8. 


Lose 
Wash 


MeeZ 


all    their  guilt  -  y        stains, 
all      my  sins      a    -    way,  . 


Lose     all     their  guilt-y        stains, 
Wash   all      my     sins    a    -     way, 
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3  Thou  dying  Lamb !  thy  precious  blood 
Shall  never  lose  .its  power, 
Till  all  the  ransomed  Church  of  God 
Be  saved,  to  sin  no  more. 


E'er  since,  by  faith,  I  saw  the  stream 
Thy  flowing  wounds  supply, 

Redeeming  love  has  been  my  theme, 
And  shall  be  till  I  die. 


No.  216. 


Charlotte  Elliott. 


Just  As  I  Am. 

Woodworth.     L.  M. 
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1.  Just  as 

2.  Just  as 

3.  Just  as 


am 

am 
am 


with-out  one  plea,  But  that  thy  blood  was  shed  for  me, 
and  wait-ing  not     To    rid     my  soul    of    one  dark  blot, 
tho'  tossed  a-bout    With  many  a  con-flict,  many  a  doubt, 


And  that  thou  bidd'st  me  come  to  thee,  O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come!  I  come! 
To  thee  whose  blood  can  cleanse  each  spot,  O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come!  I  come! 
Fightings  with-in,    and  fears  with-out,      O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come!  I     come! 
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1  Just  as  I  am,  thou  wilt  receive, 

Wilt  welcome,  pardon, cleanse, relieve; 
Because  thy  promise  I  believe, 
O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come!  I  come! 
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5  Just  as  I  am, — thy  love  unknown 
Has  broken  every  barrier  down; 
Now,  to  be  thine,  yea,  thine  alone, 
O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come!  I  come! 


No.  217.         0  Glorious  Fountain! 

W    Cowper.  Words  on  opjiosite  page. 


1   /There  is      a  fountain  fill'd  with  blood,  fill'd  with  blood,  fill'd  with  blood, 
'  \  And  sinners,  plunged  beneath  that  flood,  beneath  that  flood,  beneath  that  flood. 

n  j  The     dy  -  ing  thief  rejoiced    to  see,  re-joiced  to  see,    rejoiced   to    see, 
'  \  And  there  may  I,    tho'  vile    as   he,  tho'  vile   as   he,   tho'  vile    as     he, 
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There  is  a  fountain  fill'd  with  blood,  Drawn  from  Immanuel's 
And  sinners, plunged  beneath  that  flood,  Lose  all  their  guilt -y 
The  dy  •  ing  thiet  re-joiced  to  see  That  fount  -ain  in  his 
And  there  may  I,    tho'  vile     as     he,     Wash  all      my  sins     a  - 


veins,  \ 
stains.  J 
day,  \ 
way.     J 
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O glorious  fountain!  Here  will  I  stay,  And  in  thee  ev-  er  Wash  my  sins  away. 
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No.  218. 

WllllAM  W.  Walford 


Sweet  Hour  of  Prayer. 

it    i        .  r-l 
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William  B.  Bradbury. 
— r- 2 I?jni 

r/T\-r 


j  /  Sweei  hour  of  prayer,  sweet  hour  of  prayer,  That  calls  me  from  a  world  of  care,  \ 

"  X  And    bids  me,  at  my  Father's  throne,  Make  all  my  wants  and  ( Omit. . . )  wishes  known !  J 
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it )  hour  of  i 


D.  C.-And  oft   escaped  the  tempter's  snare,  By  thy   re-turn,  sweet  ( Omit . . . . )  hour  of  prayer. 

1^1.  D.c. 


In    sea-sons  of    dis-tress   and  grief,     My  soul  has  oft  -  en  found  re  -  lief, 


s^r 


2  Sweet  hour  of  prayer,  sweet  hour  of 

prayer, 
Thy  wings  shall  my  petition  bear 
To  him,  whose  truth  and  faithfulness 
Engage  the  waiting  soul  to  bless: 
And  since  he  bids  me  seek  his  face, 
Believe  his  word,  and  trust  his  grace, 
I'll  cast  on  him  my  every  care, 
A.ud  wait  for  thee,  sweet  hour  of  prayer. 
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3  Sweet  hour  of  prayer,  sweet  hour  of 

prayer, 
May  I  thy  consolation  share, 
Till,  from  Mount  Pisgah's  lofty  height, 
I  view  my  home,  and  take  my  flight : 
This  robe  of  flesh  I'll  drop,  and  rise 
To  seize  the  everlasting  prize; 
And  shout,  while  passing  through  the  air, 
Farewell,  farewell,  sweet  hour  of  prayer. 


No.  219.        In  the  Hour  of  Trial. 

James  Montgomery.  Penitence.    6s,  5s.  D. 


Spencer  Lane. 


1.  In       the  hour  of     tri  -   al,     Je  -  sus,  plead  for  me,       Lest  by  base  de  - 

2.  With  for  -  bid-  den  pleas  -  ures  Would  this  vain  world  charm ;  Or    its   sor  -  did 

3.  Should  thy  mercy   send     me   Sor -row,  toil  and  woe;      Or  should  pain  at - 

4.  When  my  last  hour  com  -  eth,  Fraught  with  strife  and  pain,  When  my  dust  re- 
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ni    -    al  I       de-  part  from  thee,     When  thou  see'st  me  waver,  With  a 

treas-ures  Spread  to  work  me  harm;   Bring  to  my  remembrance  Sad  G  eth  - 

tend  me  On   my  path   be  -  low:     Grant  that  I   may  nev  -  er  Fail   thy 

turn- eth  To   the  dust    a  -  gain;     On    thy  truth  re  -  ly  -  ing,  Thro' that 
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look   re  -  call,         Nor   for  fear  nor     fa  -  vor    Suf  -  fer    me    to    fall, 
sem  -  a   -    ne,  Or,    in   dark  -er  semblance,  Cross-crown'd  Calva  -  ry. 

hand  to      see;        Grant  that  I    may    ev  -   er    Cast   my   care  on  thee, 
mor  -  tal     strife,     Je  -  sus,  take  me,    dy  -  ing,   To       e  -  ter  -  nal  Hie. 
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No.  220. 

Rev.  Henry  Burton. 


Look  Away  to  Jesus. 


Joseph  Barnby. 
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Sol  -  dier  in  the 
Tho'  thy  strength  be 
'Mid  the  toil  and 
And  the    feast       is 


1.  Look     a  -  way     to  Je  -     sus, 

2.  Tho'    thy    foes    be  ma  -     uy, 

3.  Look     a  -  way     to  Je  -     sus, 

4.  For     the  guests  are  bid  -   den, 
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tight; 

small, 

heat; 

spread ; 


Keep  thine  ar 
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bright. 


No.  221.      Jesus,  Lover  of  My  Soul. 


Charles  Wesley. 


Refuge.     7s.  D 


1.  Je  -  sus,  Lov  -  er    of    my 

2.  Oth  -  er     ref  -  nge  have  I 


soul,        Let   me    to       thy   bos  -  om    fly, 
none,        Hangs  my  helpless  soul     on    thee; 
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While  the  near 
Leave,  ah !  leave 
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er   wa-ters    roll,   While  the    tern 
me  not    a  -  lone,  Still   sup  -  port 
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-    pest  still  is  high; 
and   com-fort  me! 
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Hide  me,    0      my    Sav-iour,    hide, 

Till    the  storm    of    life     is     past; 

All      my  trust    on     thee  is       stayed, 

All    my   help  from  thee  I    bring; 

felt,  c*   c 
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Safe     in  -  to 
Cov  -  er     my 


the    ha  -  ven    guide, 
de  -  fenceless     head 
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O        re  -  ceive  my  soul    at    last. 
With  the  shad  -  ow    of     thy  wing. 
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3  Thou,  O  Christ,  art  all  I  want; 

More  than  all  in  thee  I  find ; 
Raise  the  fallen,  cheer  the  faint, 

Heal  the  sick  and  lead  the  blind: 
Just  and  holy  is  thy  name, 

I  am  all  unrighteousness; 
Vile  and  full  of  sin  I  am, 

Thou  art  full  of  truth  and  grace. 


Plenteous  grace  with  thee  is  found, 

Grace  to  cover  all  my  sin; 
Let  the  healing  streams  abound ; 

Make  and  keep  me  pure  within. 
Thou  of  life  the  fountain  art, 

Freely  let  me  take  of  thee; 
Spring  thou  up  within  my  heart, 

Rise  to  all  eternity. 


No.  222. 


Martyn.    7s.  D. 

Fine,  i 


S.  B.  Marsh. 


D.C. 


No.  223.       My  Jesus,  I  Love  Thee. 


London  Hymn  Book. 


A.  J.  Gordon. 


& 


1.  My       Je  -  sus,    I 

2.  I         love  thee,  be 

3.  I  will  love  thee   in 

4.  In       man-sions  of 


=s=s 


love   thee,    I   know  thou  art  mine,  For  thee   all  the 
cause  thou  hast  first    lov  -  ed    me,    Ann"  purchased  my 
life,        I     will  love  the?   in  death,  And  praise  thee  as 
glo   -    ry    and  end  -  less    de- light,  I'll     ev  -  er    a- 
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fol     -  lies    of    sin       I       re  -  sign ;     My  gra-cious   Re  -  deem  -   er,    my 

par   -  don    on    Cal  -  va-ry's  tree;     I      love   thee   for    wear  -    ing   the 

long  as  thou  lend  -  est  me  breath ;  And  say  when  the    death  -  dew  lies 

dore  thee  in   heav-en     so  bright;  I'll  sing  with  the    glit    -    ter  -  ing 
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Sav  -  iour  art  thou,    If     ev  -  er    I 
thorns  on    thy  brow;  If     ev  -  er     I 

cold      on   my  brow,  If    ev  -  er     I 

crown  on   my  brow,  If    ev  -  er     I 

l-   I       I      J  J 

~=1 » * ■< 


mm 


4*-  -m- 


loved  thee,  my  Je  -  sus,  'tis  now. 

loved  thee,  my  Je  -  sus,  'tis  now. 

loved  thee,  my  Je  -  sus,  'tis  now. 

loved  thee,  my  Je  -  sus,  'tis  now. 
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No.  224. 

Rev.  A.  M.  Toplady. 


Rock  of  Ages 


i 


Dr.  Thos.  Hastings. 
i  Fine 

J     J     4 


Rock  of 
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ges,   cleft  for    me, 


Let  me 
-g— %- 


hide 


my -self    in    thee; 

«   i   J.-  , 


D.C. — Be    of      sin      the  doub  -  le   cure,    Save  from  wrath,  and  make  me  pure. 

D.C. 


Let     the     wa  -    ter  and   the  blood,   From  thy   side 
— U, P4-— 1-= — £" — •— r-<= n-  -J^— 4*-, 
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a    heal  - ing   flood, 
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Should  my  tears  forever  flow, 
Should  my  zeal  no  languor  know, 
All  for  sin  could  not  atone; 
Thou  must  save,  and  thou  alone; 
In  my  hand  no  price  I  bring; 
Simply  to  thy  cross  I  cling. 


3  "While  I  draw  this  fleeting  breath, 
When  mine  eyelids  close  in  death, 
When  I  rise  to  worlds  unknown, 
See  thee  on  thy  judgment  throne — 
Rock  of  Ages,  cleft  for  me, 
Let  me  hide  myself  in  thee. 


No.  225.       More,  More  Like  Thee. 


Mrs.  Edna  L.  Park. 


W.  H.  Doane. 
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1.  Grant 

2.  Grant 

3.  Grant 

4.  Grant 


me 
me 
me 
me 
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a  trust  - iug 

a  plead- ing 

for- si v  -  ing 
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love, 
love, 
love, 
love, 
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Sav  -  iour 
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di  -  vine, 
Guile-less  and  pure; 
Lost  souls  to  win; 
Thou  didst  for -give; 
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Love     that   has 
Still     with     a 
Cleanse  me  from 
Near  -   er      the 


Him 


:tr. 
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learned  to    say,  No       will  but  thine; 

cheer  -ful  heart  All         to     en -dure; 

se    -    cret  faults,  Dwell  thou  with-in; 

cross  with  thee  Still  would    I     live; 


Draw  me  from  earth  a  - 
Guide  thou  my  on-  ward 
Purge  all  my  dross  a  - 
Be        thou  thro'    life    my 


way, 
way, 
way, 

stay, 
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Help  me  to  watch  and  pray;   O  make  me    ev-'ry  day  More,  more  like  thee 
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No.  220.      Saviour  Thy  Dying*  Love. 

S.  D.  Phelps,  D.  D. 


Robert  Lowry. 
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1.  Sav -iour,  thy  dy  -  ing  love    Thou    gav-est  me, 

2.  Give  me>    a   faith -ful  heart,  Like- ness    to  thee- 

3.  All     that    I      am   and  have — Tliy    gifts    so  free— 
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Nor  should  I 
That  each  de 
Ev    -     er,      in 
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aught  withhold, 
part  -  ing  day 
joy         or  grief, 
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Dear  Lord, 
Henceforth 
My      Lord, 
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may 

for 
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In       love  my 
Some  work  of 
And  when  thy 
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would  bow, 
be  -  gun, 
I      see, 
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My  heart  ful-  fill  its  vow,  Some  offering  bring  thee  now,  Something  for  thee. 
Some  deed  of  kindness  done, Some  wanderer  sought  and  won,  Something  for  thee. 
My  ransomed  soul  shall  be,  Thro'  all    e  -  ter  -  ni  -  ty.      Something  for  thee. 
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No.  227. 

Rev.  J.  H.  Gilmore 
—L-l— ' 


He  Leadeth  Me. 


William  B.  Bradbury. 


1.  He     lead  -  eth  me!  O  blessed  thought!  O  words  with  heav'nly  comfort  fraught! 

2.  Sometimes  'mid  scenes  of  deepest  gloom,  Sometimes  where  Eden's  bowers  bloom, 

3.  Lord!   I  would  clasp  thy  hand  in  mine,  Nor  ev  -  er  mur  -  mur   nor   re- pine; 

4.  And  when  my  task   on  earth  is   done,   When,  by  thy  grace,  the  vict'ry's  won, 

_J_     -      -■  •     *■     +-      -     -         PI 


Whafc-e'er  do, 

By 

Con 


wher-e'er    I      be, 
wa-ters  still,  o'er  troubled  sea, 
tent,  what-ev  -  er     lot     I     see, 
E'en  death's  cold  wave  I  will  not  flee, 


Still  'tis  God's  hand  that  lead- eth  me. 
-Still  'tis  his  hand  that  lead- eth  me. 
Since 'tis  my  God  that  lead- eth  me. 
Since  God  thro'  Jor  -  dan  lead-  eth  me. 


g=g-t=iFq:fT-r 
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He  lead-eth   me!  he  lead -eth   me!    By   his  own  hand  he 
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His  faith  ful    fol-low'r   I 
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would  be,  For  by    his    hand  he     lead- eth  me. 
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No.  228.     From  Every  Stormy  Wind. 


Rev.  Hugh  Stowell. 


Retreat.    L.  M. 


Dr.  Thomas  Hastings. 


1.  Fromev-'ry  storm-y  wind  that  blows,  From  ev  - 'ry   swelling  tide    of  woes, 

2.  There  is    a    place  where  Je-  sus  sheds,  The    oil     of     gladness  on  our  heads; 

3.  There  is    a    scene  where  spirits  blend,  Where  friend  holds  fellowship  with  friend  : 

4.  There,  there  on  eagles  wings  we  soar,    And  sin  and  sense  mo-  lest    no  more, 

^. -.    _fS>.        -      -g-j#-_&-         I        J       J        |        J 


€- 


There  is  a  calm,  a  sure  re-treat:  'Tis  found  be-neath  the  mer-cy- 
A  place  than  all  besides  more  sweet:  It  is  the  blood-bought  mercy - 
Tho'  sundered  far,  by  faith  they  meet  A  -  round  one  com-mon  mer  -  cy- 
And  heav'n  comes  down  our  souls  to  greet,  While  glory  crowns  the  mer  -  cy- 
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seat, 
seat, 
seat, 
seat. 
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No.  229.    'Tis  So  Sweet  to  Trust  in  Jesus. 


Mrs.  Louisa  M.  R.  Stead  Wodehouse. 


Wm.  J.    KlRKPATRICK 


1.   'Tis    so  sweet   to  trust  in    Je  -  sus,  Just  to   take   him    at    his  Word 
i-  O,    how  sweet   to  trust  in    Je  -  sus,  Just  to  trust    his  cleansing  blood 
to  trust  in    Je  -  sus,  Just  from  sin    and   self    to    cease 
I  learnd  to  trust  thee,  Pre-cious  Je  -  sus,  Saviour,  Friend 
J        J        **:*:* 


Yes, 
I'm 


'tis  sweet 
so 


Just    to    rest    up  -  on    his  prom-ise;  Just  to  know, "  Thus  saith  the  Lord." 
Just    in   sim  -  pie  faith  to  plunge  me  'Neath  the  heal  -  ing,  cleansing  flood. 
Just  from  Je  -  sus   sim  -  ply  tak  -  ing    Life,  and  rest,    and   joy,  and  peace. 
And     I  know  that  thou  art  with  me,   Wilt  be   with    me     to     the     end. 
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Chorus. 
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Je  -  sus,  Je  -  sus,  how 


£e=£ 


I  trust  him;  How  I've  prov'd  him  o'er  and   o'er. 
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Je  -  sus,  Je  -  sus,   Pre-cious  Je  -  sus !     O 
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for  grace    to   trust  him  more. 
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No.  230. 


Sun  of  My  Soul. 


Hursley.    L.  M. 


Peter  Ritter. 
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1.  Sun     of    my  soul,  thou  Sav-iour  dear,    It     is    not  night   if     thou  be  near; 

2.  When  the  soft  dews  of    kind-  ly  sleep    My  wearied  eye  -  lids  gent-  ly  steep, 

3.  A  -   bide  with  me  from  morn  till  eve,     For  without  thee     I     can -not  live; 

4.  Come  near  and  bless  us  when  we  wake,  Ere  thro'  the  world  our  way  we  take; 
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O  may 
Be  my 
A  -  bide 
Till   in 
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no  earth-born  cloud  a-  rise  To  hide  thee  from  thy  serv-ant's 
last  tho't,  how  sweet  to  rest  For-ev-er  on  my  Saviour's 
with  me  when  night  is  nigh,  For  without  thee  I  dare  not 
the    o  -  cean  of    thy  love,  We  loose  ourselves  in  heav'n  a  - 


eyes. 
breast! 
die. 
bove. 
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No.  231. 

Elvina   M.  Hall 


All  to  Christ  I  Owe. 


John  T.  Grape. 
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2. 
3. 
4. 
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I        hear  the  Saviour  say — Thy  strength  indeed  is  small;  Child  of  weakness, 
Lord,  now    indeed   I   find    Thy  pow'r,  and  thine  alone,    Can  change  the 
For  noth  -  ing  good  have  I    Whereby  thy  grace  to  claim — I'll    wash     my 
When  from  my  dy- ing  bed  My  ransomed  soul  shall  rise,   Then  "Je  -  sus 
And  when  before  the  throne  I    stand    in   him  complete,    I'll      lay      my 
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Chorus. 
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watch  and  pray,   Find  in  me  thine  all     in    all. 
lep  -  er's  spots,   And      melt   the  heart  of  stone 
garments  white   In  the  blood   of  Calv'ry's  Lamb 
paid      it     all ! "  Shall     rend    the  vault-ed  skies.  ] 
tro  -  phies  down,  All       down    at     Je  -  sus'  feet.  J 


Je  -  sus  paid    it    all ! 


All    to  him   I   owe;  Sin  had  left  a  crimson  stain;  He  washed  it  white  as  snow. 
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No.  232.      Lord,  I  Hear  of  Showers. 


Mrs.  E.  Codner. 
-I 1 


Even  Me.    8, '7,  3. 


William  B.  Bradbury. 
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..     (Lord,      I    hear      of  show'rsof  blessing  Thou  art  scattering  full  and  free ;  \ 
'  \Show'rs  the  thirst  -y   land     re-fresh-ing;  Let  some  droppings  fall  on  me,   J 

■JrHS — m-r-s  —  J= 


2  Pass  me  not,  O  God  our  Father, 

Sinful  though  my  heart  may  be; 
Thou  might'st  leave  me,  but  the  rather 
Let  thy  mercy  light  on  me, 
Even  me. 

3  Pass  me  not,  O  gracious  Saviour, 

Let  me  live  and  cling  to  thee; 
I  am  longing  for  thy  favor; 

Whilst  thou'rt  calling,  O  call  me, 
Even  me. 

Used  by  permission.  ^16 


Pass  me  not,  O  mighty  Spirit, 

Thou  canst  make  the  blind  to  see; 
Witnesser  of  Jesus'  merit, 

Speak  the  word  of  power  to  me, 
Even  me. 
Love  of  God,  so  pure  and  changeless, 

Blood  of  Christ,  so  rich,  so  free; 
Grace  of  God,  so  strong  and  boundless, 

Magnify  them  all  in  me, 
Even  me. 


No.  233. 

Martha  J.  Lankton. 


I  Will  Go. 


Wm.  J.    KlRKPATRICK. 


1.  I     will  go,-    I      can -not  stay  From  the  arms    of    love  a- way;    O     for 

2.  Tho'  I  long  have  tried  in  vain,  Tried  to  break  the  tempter's  chain,  Yet  to - 
3.1     am    lost,  and  yet     I  know  Earth  can  nev  -  er.   heal  my  woe;     I    will 

4.  Something  whispers  in  my  soul,  Tho'  your  sins  like  mountains  roll,  Je  -  sus' 

5.  I      o  -  bey  the  Sav-iour's  call,  Now   to    him      I  yield  my    all,     At  his 
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Chorus. 
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strength  of  faith  to  say,  Je  -  sus  died  for  me. 
day  I'll  try  a -gain,  Je  -  sus,  help  thou  me. 
rise  at  once  and  go,  Je  -  sus  died  for  me. 
blood  will  make  me  whole,  Je  -  sus  died  for  me. 
feet,  where  oth-er's  fall,  There's  a  place  for    me. 
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■   Can  it  be,  O    can  it  be 
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There  is  hope  for  one  like  me  ?  I  will  go  with  this  my  plea,  Je-sus  died  for  me. 
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No.  234.      I  am  Trusting,  Lord,  in  Thee. 

Rev.  Wm.  McDonald. 


=S=S; 


Wm.  G.  Fischer. 
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1.  I      am  com  -  ing    to    the  cross; 

2.  Long  my  heart  has  sighed  for  thee; 

3.  Here  I    give     my    all     to     thee, 


I  am  poor  and  weak,  and  blind; 
Long  has  e  -  vil  dwelt  with  -  in; 
Friends,and  time,and  earthly     store; 

-/"~>-        -   .         -0-        m        #■  <=- 


Cho. — I     am  trust  -  ing,  Lord,  in   thee,         Dear     Lamb 


m. • — 


Cal  -  va  -  ry; 

D.C.  Chorus. 
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I      am  count  -  ing    all   but  dross;        I    shall  full       sal  -  va  -  tion  find. 
Je  -  sus  sweet  -  ly  speaks  to     me,  I     will  cleanse  you  from   all     sin. 

Soul  and  bod  -  y   thine  to      be —       Wholly  thine, — for  -  ev  -  er  more. 


1 


Hum-bly      at       thy  cross  I      bow; 
4  In  the  promises  I  trust; 

Now  I  feel  the  blood  applied ; 
I  am  prostrate  in  the  dust; 

I  with  Christ  am  crucified. 

Used  by  permission. 
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Save  me,    Je  -   sus,  save   me   now. 
5  Jesus  comes!  he  fills  my  soul! 
Perfected  in  him  I  am; 
I  am  every  whit  made  whole, 
Glory,  glory  to  the  Lamb. 


No.  235.    What  a  Friend  We  Have  in  Jesns. 


JOSEPH  SCHIVEN,  ALT. 


Charles  C.  Converse. 


1.  What    a  friend  we  have  in     Je  -  sus, 

2.  Have  we    tri  -  als  and  temp-ta  -  tions  ? 

3.  Are      we  weak  and  heavy  -  la  -  den, 

H§— «■— E— m  -r-f=— 


^n 


* 


*=£=& 


-r-t 

-m — — 


All  our  sins  and  griefs  to  bear! 
Is  there  trouble  an-  y-where? 
Cumbered  with  a  load  of    care  ? 
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Fine. 
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What     a   priv  -  i  -  lege  to     car  -  ry 
We  should  nev-er    be   dis-  cour-  aged, 
Pre  -  cious  Saviour,  still  our  ref  -  uge,- 
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Ev  - 
Take 
Take 
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'ry-thing  to  God 
it  to  the  Lord 
it     to     the  Lord 


in  prayer' 
in  prayer, 
in  prayer. 
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D.S.-All  because  we   do  not    car  -  ry         Ev 
D.S.-Je-sus  knows  our  ev  -'ry  weak-ness,      Take 
D.S.-In  his  arms  he'll  take  and  shield  thee;   Thou 


'ry-thing  to  God  in  prayer! 
it  to  the  Lord  in  prayer, 
wilt  find   a      so  -  lace  there. 
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O  what  peace  we  oft  -  en  for  -  feit, 
Can  we  find  a  friend  so  faith  -  ful, 
Do  thy  friends  despise,  for-sake  thee  ? 
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O  what  needless  pain  we  bear,— 
Who  will  all  our  sor-rows  share  ? 
Take    it     to    the  Lord  in  prayer ; 
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No.  236.    Holy  Spirit,  Faithful  Guide. 


Guide.    7s.  D. 
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M.  M  Wells. 

Fine. 
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Christian's  side,  \ 
bar  -  ren  land;  J 
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j    f  Ho  -  ly    Spir  -  it, 
'  \  Gen  -  tly  lead    us 


faith  -  ful  Guide, 
by       the  hand, 
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Ev  -  er   near  the 
Pil-grims  in       a 
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Z).  C. -Whisper  soft-ly,  "  Wanderer,  come!   Fol- low   me,   I'll  guide  thee  home." 
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2  Ever  present,  truest  Friend, 
Ever  near  thine  aid  to  lend, 
Leave  us  not  to  doubt  and  fear, 
Groping  on  in  darkness  drear. 
When  the  storms  are  raging  sore, 
Hearts  grow  faint,  and  hopes  give  o'er: 


3  When  our  days  of  toil  shall  cease, 
Waiting  still  for  sweet  release, 
Nothing  left  but  heaven  and  prayer, 
Wondering  if  our  names  are  there; 
Wading  deep  the  dismal  flood, 
Pleading  naught  but  Jesus'  blood,— 
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No.  237.    Jesus,  I  My  Cross  Have  Taken. 


Rev.  H.  F.  Lyte. 
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Disciple.    8,  7.  D 


Mozart,  Arr. 
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1.  Je   -   sus,  I     my  cross  have  tak  -  en,    All      to  leave  and  fol  -  low  thee; 

2.  Let     the  world  de-spise  and  leave  me,  They  have  left  my  Sav-iour  too; 

3.  Man  may  trou-ble  and    dis-tress  me,  'Twill  but  drive  me  to     thy  breast; 
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Na  -  ked,  poor,  despised,  for-sak  -  en,  Thou,  from  hence,  my  all  shalt  be: 
Hu-man  hearts  and  looks  de-ceive  me;  Thou  art  not,  like  them,  un-  true: 
Life  with  tri  -  als  hard  may  press  me,  Heav'n  will  bring  me  sweeter  rest: 
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.D.S.-Yet,  how  rich  is     my    con-di  -  tion!  God  and  heav'n  are  still  my  own. 
_D.&-Foes  may  hate  and  friends  may  shun  me,  Show  thy  face  and    all     is  bright. 
D.S.-O   'twere  not    in     joy     to  charm  me,  Were  that  joy    unmixed  with  thee. 
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Per-  ish  ev  -  'ry  fond  am -bi  -  tion,  All  I've  sought,  or  hoped, or  known; 
And  while  thou  shalt  smile  up-  on  me,  God  of  wis-dom,  love  and  might, 
O        'tis  not     in    grief     to  harm  me,  While  thy  love  is    left      to    me; 
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No.  238. 

Geo.  W.  Bethune. 


The  Sweetest  Name. 
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Wm.  B.  Bradbury. 
1  1     2      c,T„ 


..    /  There  is  no  name  so  sweet  on  earth,  No  name  so  sweet  in  heav-  en  "1 

\  The  name,  before  his  wondrous  birth,  To  Christ  the  Saviour  ( Omit. )    giv  -  en.  / 

„   J  And  when  he  hung  up-on  the  tree,  They  wrote  this  name  above  him  \ 

\  That  all  mij^ht  see  the  rea-son  we     For  -  ev-er-more  must  ( Omit. )  love  him.  J 
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ZX  C.-For  there's  no  word  ear  e v-er  heard  So  dear,  so  sweet,  as  ( Omit. )   "  Je  -  sus ! ' ' 
Chorus.  S        .         I  I  I  .         D.C. 


W 


£ 


3^3= 


-»    ^     t 


E^ 


k      u- 
We    love  to    sing    of  Christ  our  King,  And  hail  him  bless  -  ed      Je  -  sus! 
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3  So  now,  upon  his  Father's  throne — 
Almighty  to  release  us 
From  sin  and  pain — he  ever  reigns, 
The  prince  and  Saviour,  Jesus. 

Copyright  bj  Biglow  &  Maifl.      Used  by  per. 


4  O  Jesus!  by  that  matchless  name 
Thy  grace  shall  fail  us  never, 
To-day  as  yesterday  the  same, 
Thou  art  the  same  for  ever  I 
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JNo.  239. 


Rev.  H.  F.  Lyte. 


Abide  With  Me. 


Eventide.    10s. 


Wm.  H.  Monk. 
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4.  Holdtl 

7SSn-=3— f= 

5=3^ 

de  with 
o    its 

ed  thy 
iou  thy 

i 

me! 
close 
pres  • 
cross 

— ^ 

fast 
ebbs 
ence 

be  - 

=#= 

falls  the 
out  life's 

ev  -  'ry 
fore  my 

, 1           0 

r      ^            ' 

e  -  ven  - 

lit  -  tie 
pass-ing 
clos-ing 

1 tS 

tide; 
day; 
hour; 
eyes; 

_    a 
-    n 

h  d    — t    -2H 

The       dark-  ness 
Earth's  joys  grow 
What     but     thy 
Shine  through  the 
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deep  -  ens;  Lord,  with  me      a  -  bide!     When      oth  -  er     help 

dim,       its  glo-ries  pass     a  -  way;     Change    and     de  -  cay 

grace     can  foil    the  temp-ters  pow'r?  Who,      like    thy  -  self , 

gloom,  and  point  me     to     the   skies;  Heav'n's  morn-ing  breaks, 
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fail,  and  comforts  flee,    Help     of    the  help-less,    O      a  -  bide  with  me! 

all        a-round    I      see;     O      thou,  who  changest  not    a  -  bide  with  me! 

guide  and  stay  can    be?    Thro' cloud  and  sunshine,  Lord,  a-bide  with  me. 

earth's  vain  shadows  flee!  In        life,   in  death,  O    Lord,  a-bide  with  me! 
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No.  240.    Blest  be  the  Tie  that  Binds. 


r=r- 


Rev.  John  Fawcett. 


Dennis.    S.  M. 
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1.  Blest    be  the     tie 

2.  Be    -   fore  our     Fa- 

3.  We       share  our     mu 

4.  When  we         a  -   sun 
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that  binds 
ther's  throne 

-  tual  woes, 

-  der    part, 
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hearts  in 
pour  our 
mu  -  tual 

gives     us 
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Chris- tian  love; 
ar  -  dent  pray'rs; 
bur  -  dens  bear; 
in  -  ward  pain; 


The    f el  -  low  -  ship     of      kin  -  dred  minds  Is      like    to     that    a  -  bove. 

Our   fears,  our    hopes,  our  aims  are  one,      Our  com -forts  and  our  cares. 

And  oft  -   en      for     each  oth  -   er  flows    The  sym  -  pa  -  thiz-  ing  tear. 

But    we     shall    still     be  joined   in  heart,   And  hope  to     meet    a  -  gain. 
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No.  241. 


Loving  Kindness. 


Rev.  Samuel  Medley. 


Wm.  Caldwell. 
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1.  A  -  wake,  my  soul,  in     joy-ful  la37s,  And  sing  thy  great  Redeemer's  praise; 

2.  He    saw   me     ru  -  ined  by    the  fall,  Yet  lov'd  me,  not-withstanding  all; 
3.1        oft  -  en     feel  my    sin  -  ful  heart  Prone  from  my  Saviour  to    de-part;  ' 
4.  Soon  shall  I      pass  the  gloom-y    vale,  Soon  all   my  mortal  pow'rs  must  fail; 
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He  just-ly  claims  a  song  from  me,  His  lov-ing 
He  saved  me  from  my  lost  es  -  tate,  His  lov  -  ing 
But  though  I  oft  have  him  for  -  got,  His  lov  -  ing 
O,     may  my     last  ex  -  pir-ing  breath,  His  lov  -  ing 


kindness,    O,  how  free! 
kindness,    O,  how  great! 
kindness  chaug-es   not. 
kindness  sing  in  death. 
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Eefrain. 
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His  lov-ing  kindness,  lov-ing  kindness,  His  lov-ing  kindness,  O,  how  free! 
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No.  242.  We  may  not  Climb  the  Heavenly  Steeps. 


J.  G.  Whittier. 


Serenity.    C.  M. 


W.  V.  Wallace. 
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We   may     not  climb  the  heav'nly  steeps  To    bring  the  Lord  Christ  down; 
The  heal-  ing    of    the  seam-less  dress    Is        by       our  beds   of   pain; 
Thro'  him  the  first  fond  pray'rs  are  said    Our    lips       of  childhood  frame; 
O      Lord     and  Mas-ter     of       us   all,     What-e'er     our  name  or  sign, 
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In      vain     we  search  the  low  -  est  deeps,  For  him     no  depths  can  drown. 

We  touch  him  in  life's  throng  and  press,   And  we      are  whole  a  -  gain. 

The    last      low  whispers  of     our  dead     Are  bur-dened  with  his  name. 

We    own     thy  sway,  we  hear  thy  call,     We  test     our  lives  by  thine! 
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No.  243. 


More  Like  Jesus. 


F.  J.  C. 

Slow,  with  feeling. 


W.  H.  Doane. 
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1.  More  like  Je  -  sus  would    I     be;      Let     my  Sav> 

2.  If        he  hears   the      ra-ven'scry,      If        his     ev 

3.  More  like  Je  -  sus  when     I    pray,    More  like  Je  - 


iour  dwell  in  me, 
er  -  watch-  ful  eye 
sus    day     by  day, 


Fill  my  soul  with  peace  and  love,  Make  me  gen  -  tie 
Marks  the  sparrows  when  they  fall,  Sure  -  ly  he  will 
May    I    rest  me    by     his   side,   Where  the  tranquil 
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as  a  dove, 
hear  my  call, 
wa  -  ters      glide. 
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D.  S.  -Poor  in  spir-  it  would  I  be—  Let  my  Sav-iour 
D.S. -Pure  in  heart  I  still  would  be—  Let  my  Sav-iour 
D.S.-Rieh  in  faith  I  still  would  be —  Let    my  Sav  -  iour 


dwell  in 

me. 

dwell  in 

me. 

dwell  in 

me. 
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More  like    Je  -   sus,  while    I      go,  Pil  -  grim  in 

He      will   teach  me   how     to  live,  All      my    sin  - 

Born    of    him  thro'  grace  re-newed,  By      his    love 
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this  world  be  -  low ; 
ful  thoughts  forgive; 
my    will    subdued, 
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No.  244. 

I8AA0  WaTTC. 


Show  Pity,  Lord. 


Hebron.    L.  M. 
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Dr.  Lowell  Mason. 
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1.  Show  pi- ty,  Lord;   O  Lord,  forgive;   Let.    a      re-pent-ing    re-bellive; 

2.  My  crimes,  tho'  great,  can  not  surpass   The  pow'r  and  glo  -  ry     of  thy  grace : 

3.  O    wash  my  soul  from    ev  -'ry  sin,    And  make  my  guilty  conscience  clean ; 

4.  Yet    save  a  trembling  sinner,  Lord,  Whose  hope, still  ho v' ring  round  thy  word, 
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Are  not  thy  mer-cies  large  and  free?  May  not  a  sin-  ner  trust  in  thee? 
Great  God,  thy  na-ture  hath  no  bound;  So  let  thy  pard'ning  love  be  found. 
Here,  on  my  heart,  the  bur-den  lies,  And  past  of-  fens  -  es  pain  mine  eyes. 
Would  light  on  some  sweet  promise  there,  Some  sure  support  a  -  gainst  de-spair. 


No.  245. 

Fanny  J.  Crosby. 


Pass  Me  Not. 


W.  H.   DOANE. 


1.  Pass   me  not,    O  gen  -  tie  Sav  -  iour,  Hear  my  humble   cry;  While   on 

2.  Let     me    at  thy  throne  of  mer  -  cy     Find    a  sweet  re -lief;  Kneeling 

3.  Trusting  on  -  ly    in    thy  mer  -  it,    Would  I  seek  thy  face;  Heal    my 

4.  Thou  the  Spring  of  all  my  com -fort,  More  than  life   to    me,  Whom  have 
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oth  -  ers  thou  art  smil  -  ing,    Do     not  pass  me   by. 
there  in  deep  con-  tri  -  tion,   Help  my  un  -  be  -  lief, 
wounded,  broken  spir  -   it,     Save  me   by  thy  grace. 
I      on   earth   be-side  thee?  Whom  in  heav'n  but  thee? 


Sav- iour,   Sav- iour, 


Hear  my  humble  cry,  While  on  others  thou  art  calling,  Do  not  pass  me  by 
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No.  246.     I  Need  Thee  Every  Hour. 


Mrs.  Annie  S.  Hawks. 


Rev.  R.  Lowry. 


1.  I  need  thee  ev'ry  hour,  Most  gra-cious  Lord;  No  ten- der  voice  like  thine 

2.  I  need  thee  ev'ry  hour,  Stay  thou  near  by;     Temptations  lose  their  pow'r 

3.  I  need  thee  ev'ry  hour,  Teach  me  thy    will;   And  thy  rich  promis-  es 

4.  I  need  thee  ev'ry  hour,  Most  Ho  -  ly      One;   O   make  me  thine  indeed, 
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Can      peace     af  -  ford.   , 

In  eU'me°U     ful  -  "fill,     j   T  need  thee'  °'  T   need  thee;  Ev"'ry 
Thou  bless  -  ed       Son.    ^ 
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need  thee;    O     bless     me  now,  my  Sav -iour!    I         come 
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thee. 
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Copyright,  1900,  by  Mary  R.  Lowry.    Used  by  per. 


No.  247.     Saviour,  We  Come  to  Thee. 


E.  E.  Hewitt. 


Wm.  J.    KlRKPATRICK. 
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we    come    to    thee,      In  low  -  ly    pray'r,     Here,      at       thy 

we    come    to    thee,      With   grate -ful    praise,     Thanks  for    the 
we    come    to    thee,      Drawn  by      thy     love ;      Help       us        to 


mer  -  cy  -  seat,  Leav  -  ing  our  care.  Thou  wilt  for -give  our  sin, 
bless- ings  sweet,  Crown -ing  our  days.  Praise  for  thy  bound  -  less  grace, 
love    thee  more,    All      friends     a  -  bove.       O  bind    our   hearts      to     thee, 
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Kind  -  ly 
Un    -    fail- 
Teach     us 


re-  ceive; 
ing  might, 
thy    will ; 


Speak  thou  in  ten  -  der  tones;  Lord,  we  be 
Thanks  that  thy  smile  can  cheer  Sor-row's  dark 
Now    may    thy    pre -cious  word,   Like  dews  dis 
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Copyright,  1894,  by  Wm.  J.  Kirkpatrlck. 


No.  248. 

Charles  Jefferys. 


Meek  and  Lowly. 


Stephen  Glover. 
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1.  Meek  and  lowly,  pure  and  holy,  Chief  among  the  blessed  three  ;  Turning  sadness  into 

2.  Hop  -  ing   ev-  er,  fail-ing  never,  Tho'  deceived,  believing  still ;  Long  abiding,  all  con- 


D.C. — Meek  and  lowly,  pure  and  holy,  Chief  among  the  blessed  three;  Turning  sadness  into 
J^     -^  Fine. 


^     >  mm  fc» 

gladness,  Heav'n-born  art  thou,  chari  -ty.      Pit-  y  dwelleth   in     thy  bosom,  KiiMlness 
fid  -    ing    To    thy  heav'nly  Father's  will ;   Nev-er  wea  -  ry    of    well-do  -  ing,  Nev-er 
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gladness,  Heav'n-born  art  thou,  chari  -  ty. 


D.  C.  Chorus. 


reigneth  o'er  thy  heart;  Gentle  tho'ts  alone  can  sway  thee,  Judgment  hath  in  thee  no  part, 
fear  -  f  ul   of     the   end;  Claiming  all  mankind  as  brothers,  Thou  dost  all  alike  befriend. 
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No,  249. 


Marianne  Nunn. 


0  how  He  Loves! 


Hubert  P.  Main. 


1.  One  there  is       a-  bove    all  oth  -  ers,      O      how    he  loves!     His        is    love    be - 

2.  'Tis      e  -  ter  -  nal    life    to  know  him,    O      how    he  loves!     Think,  O  think  how 
8.  All   your  sins  shall   be      for  -  giv  -  en,      O      how     he  loves  !     Backward  shall  your 


yond 
much 
foes 


a  brother's,  O  how  he  loves !  Earthly  friends  may  fail  or  leave  us,  One  day 
we  owe  him,  O  how  he  loves !  With  his  precious  blood  he  bought  us,  In  the 
be  driv-en,     O       how    he  loves!  Best  of  blessing?  he'll  provide  you,  Nought  but 
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soothe,  the  next  day  grieve  us,  But  this  Friend  will  ne'er  deceive  us,  O  how  he  loves! 
wil  -  der  -  ness  he  sought  us,  To  his  fold  he  safe-ly  brought  us,  O  how  he  loves  ! 
good  shall  e'er    be-tide  you,  Safe  to  glo  -  ry  he  will  guide  you,  O    how  he  loves! 
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Copyright,  1900,  by  Hubert  P.  Mala.    Used  by  per. 


No.  250. 

Fanny  J.  Crosby. 

dt 


Jesus,  My  All. 


1.  Lord,     at       thy    mer  -  cy-seat    Hum-  bly        I 

2.  Tears    of       re  -  pent -ant  grief    Si     -     lent  -  ly 

3.  Still       at       thy    mer  -  cy-seat,  Sav   -   iour,     I 


fall ;  Plead 
fall;  Help 
fall ;     Trust 


ing  thy 
thou  my 
ing     thy 
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prom  -  ise  sweet,  Lord,  hear 
un  -  be  -  lief,  Hear  thou 
prom  -  ise  sweet,    Heard    is 


r 

my 
my 
my 


Now  let  thy  work 
O  how  I  pine 
Faith  wings  my  soul 


be  -  gin, 
for  thee ! 
to   thee ! 


O  make  me  pure  with-in, 

'Tis  all  my  hope  and  plea 

This  all  my  song  shall  be, 


Cleanse  me  from  ev-'ry  sin, 
Je  -  sus  has  died  for  me, 
Je  -   sus    has   died   for  me, 


all. 
all. 
all. 


By  per 


No.  251.         Every  Day  and  Hour. 


Fanny  J.  Crosby. 


W.  H.  DOANt. 
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1.  Sav  -  iour,  more  than  life    to     me,      I      am  clinging,  clinging  close    to    thee; 

2.  Thro' this  changing  world  be- low,     Lead  me  gen-tly,   gen-tly     as        I       go; 

3.  Let     me   love  thee  more  and  more,  Till  this  fleeting,  fleet- ing    life      is     o'er; 
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Let  thy 
Trust-ing 
Till     my 


pre-cious  blood  ap  ■ 
thee,  I  can  -  not 
soul       is    lost    in 


plied,  Keep  me  ev  -  er,  ev  -  er  near  thy  side. 
stray,  I  can  nev  -  er,  nev  -  er  lose  my  way. 
love,     In       a    brighter,  brighter  world      a  -  bove. 


Ev  -  'ry 
Ev  -  'ry 


day,  ev  - 

day  and  hour,  ev  - 
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hour,  -     Let    me    feel  thy  cleansing  pow'r; 

day  and  hour, 
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May    thy 


ten-  der  love    to     me    Bind  me    clos-er,   clos-er,  Lo  d,   to    thee. 
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Copyright,  1903,  by  W.  H.  Doane. 
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No.  252. 


Only  Trust  Him. 


J.  H.  S. 
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Rev.  J.  H.  Stockton. 
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1.  Come, 

2.  For 
8.  Yes, 
4.  Come, 


iii 


ev  -  'ry  soul  by  sin  oppressed,  There's  mercy  with  the  Lord,  And  he  will  surely 
Jesus  shed  his  precious  blood  Rich  blessings  to  bestow ;  Plunge  now  into  the 
Je  -  sus  is  the  Truth,  the  Way,  That  leads  you  in-to  rest;  Be-lieve  in  him  with' 
then,  and  join  this  holy  band,  And  on    to   glo  -  ry   go,      To  dwell  in  that  ce 
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Fine.    Chorus 
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J).  S. — He  will  save  you, 
D.S. 
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give   vou  rest,  By  trusting  in  his  word. 

SFdii  lat^Tu^etdirbfeir-  \^J  *™*  ^  <%  trust  k™>  Only  trust  him  now; 
les  -  tial  land,  Where  joys  immortal  flow 
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He  will  save  you,  He  will  save  you  now 
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Ko.  253.     Weeping  will  not  Save  Me. 


R.  L. 


Rev.  R.  Lowry. 
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1.  Weeping  will  not   save    me— T ho' my  face  were  bathed  in  tears,  That  could  not    al - 

2.  Working  will  not  save    me — Pur- est  deeds  that   I      can    do,     Holiest  thoughts  and 

3.  Wait-ing  will  not  save    me — Help-less,  guilty,     lost,     I      lie;     In        my    ear     is 

4.  Faith  in  Christ  will  save  me — Let   me   trust  thy  weep-ing  Son,    Trust  the  work  that 
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lay  my  fears,  Could  not  wash  the  sin  of  years — Weeping  will  not  save  me. 
feelings  too,  Can  not  form  my  soul  a-  new — Working  will  not  save  me. 
mer-cy'9   cry;     If  I      wait      I      can     but    die — ■  Wait-ing  will  not   save   me. 

he      has  done;    To      his    arms,  Lord,  help  me    run — Faith  in  Christ  will  save  me. 


sus  waits    to  make  me  free ; 


lone  can   save   me. 


Chorus. 
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wept    and    died     for      me ; 


Je  -  sus     suf  -  fered     on     the     tree ; 
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Used  by  permission. 

No.  254. 

Joseph  Hart. 


Come,  Ye  Sinners. 

Invitation.    8s,  7s,  4s. 


J.  Ingalls. 

Fine. 


m^^^g^^m 


1.  Come,  ye 

2.  Let      not 


EH  27 
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sin  -  ners,   poor    and 
conscience  make  you 


need  -  y,     Weak  and  wounded,  sick  and 
lin  -  ger,    Nor       of     fit  -   ness  fond-ly  d 


sore, 
ream ; 
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D.  C.— He       is 
D.C.— This   he 


a    -    ble,     he        is 
gives  you,  this     he 


a    -     ble,      He       is      will  -  ing,  doubt  no 
gives  you,    'Tis    the    Spir  -  it's   ris  -  ing 


more, 
beam. 


3  Agonizing  in  the  garden, 

Lo!  your  Maker  prostrate  lies; 
On  the  bloody  tree  behold  him ; 
Hear  him  cry  before  he  dies, 

"  It  is  finished  ;  " 
Sinners,  will  not  this  suffice? 
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Lo !  the  incarnate  God,  ascended, 
Pleads  the  merit  of  his  blood ; 

Venture  on  him,  venture  wholly; 
Let  no  other  trust  intrude: 

None  but  Jesus 
Can  do  helpless  sinners  good. 


No.  255. 


I  Surrender  All. 


J.  W.  Van  DeVenter. 
Solo. 


W.  S.  Weedem. 
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,   /All  to     Je  -  sus 

'  ( I  will    ev  -   er 

0  /All  to  Je  -  sus 
'  \World-ly  pleas-ures 

„  /All  to  Je  -  sus 
( Let       me  feel   the 


All        to     him      I      free-  ly  give;! 

In        his   pres-ence  dai  -  ly  live.  J 

I       sur  -  ren  -  der,      Hum-bly       at      his    feet      I  bow;\ 

all      for  -  sak  -  en,      Take   me,     Je  -  sus,  take  me  now.  j 


I       sur  -  ren  -  der, 
love   and   trust   him, 


I       sur  -  ren  -  der, 
Ho  -    ly    Spir  -   it, 


Make  me,    Sav-iour,  whol-ly    thine;) 
Tru   -   ly   know  that  thou   art     mine.) 


is 
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Chorus. 
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I        sur-  ren  -  der     all, 

I     sur-ren-der  all, 

-r  -f-  -f- 


I        sur-  ren  -  der     all ; 

I    sur-ren-der  all : 
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4  All  to  Jesus  I  surrender, 

Lord,  I  give  myself  to  thee  ; 
Fill  me  with  thy  love  and  power, 
Let  thy  blessing  fall  on  me. 

Copyright,  1896,  by  Weeden  &  Van  DeVenter.    Used  by  per. 


5  All  to  Jesus  I  surrender, 

Now  I  feel  the  sacred  flame  t 
0  the  joy  of  full  salvation! 
Glory,  glory  to  his  name  I 


No.  256.         In  the  Cross  of  Christ. 

Sir  John  Bowring.  Rathbun.     8s,  7s. 

J- 


ITHAMER   CONKEY. 
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1.  In      the  cross    of  Christ 

2.  When  the  woes  of  life 

3.  When  the  sun    of  bliss 

4.  Bain  and  bless-ing,  pain 

-(=2- 
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I  glo-ry,  Tow'r-ing  o'er  the  wrecks  of 
o'er-take  me,    Hopes  de-ceive,  and     fears     an 

is  beaming.  Light  and  love  up  -  on  my 
and  pleasure,  By         the   cross  are      sane  -   ti  - 


time ; 
■  n°yt 
way, 

fled; 


All      the  light      of     sa     -      cred    sto  -  ry  Gath  -  ers  round  its   head   sub-lime. 

Nev  -  er    shall     the    cross      for  -  sake    me;  Lo!        it  glows  with  peace  and  joy. 

From  the  cross    the    ra    -    diance  streaming  Adds  new    lus  -  ter     to     the    day. 

Peace  is   there,  that   knows  no      meas-  ure,  Joys   that  thro'    all    time     a  -  bide. 
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No.  257.    I  Hear  Thy  Welcome  Voice. 


Rev.  Lewis  Hartsouqh. 

h-T^M- P* £; 


1.  I        hear  thy  welcome  voice  That  calls  me,  Lord,  to   thee     For  cleansing  in   thy 

2.  Tho'  coming  weak  and  vile,  Thou  dost  my  strength  assure,  Thou  dost  my  vileness 

3.  'Tis    Je  -  sus  calls  me    on      To     per  -  feet  faith  and  love,     To    per-fect  hope,  and 

4.  'Tis    Je  -  sus  who  con-firms  To    bless- ed  work  within,       By    add  -  ing  grace  to 


now  to  thee!    Wash  me,  cleanse  me,    in   the  blood  That  flow'd  on   Cal  -  va  -  ry. 

fg  '     ,    m-. • !*- 
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5  And  he  the  witness  gives 
To  loyal  hearts  and  free, 
That  every  promise  is  fulfilled, 
If  faith  but  briligs  the  plea. 

Used  by  permission. 


6  All  hail !    atoning  blood  ! 
All  hail,  redeeming  grace! 
All  hail,  the  gift  of  Christ,  our  Lord, 
Our  Strength  and  Righteousness! 


No.  258. 


William  Cowper. 


0  for  a  Closer  Walk. 


Ortonville.    C.  M. 


Dr.  Thomas  Hastings. 
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1.  O       for      a    clos  -  er  walk  with  God,  A    calm   and  heav'nly  frame:  A     light    to 

2.  Re- turn,    O      ho-  ly  Dove,   re -turn,  Sweet  messenger     of  rest!  I      hate   the 

3.  The  dear-est      i  -  dol    I  have  known,  Whate'er  that    i  -   dol  be,  Help  me   to 

4.  So  shall   my  walk  be  close  with  God,  Calm  and  se-rene   my  frame;  So    pur-  er 
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shine      up  -  on     the  road     That  leads  me  to   the   Lamb  !    That  leads  me  to  the  Lamb  ! 
sins  that  made  thee  mourn,  And  drove  thee  from  my  breast,  And  drove  thee  from  my  breast, 
tear     it   from  thy  throne,  And  wor-ship   on  -  ly      thee,      And  worship  on  -  ly     thee, 
light  shall  mark  the  road   That  leads  me  to  the   Lamb !    That  leads  me  to  the  Lamb ! 
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No.  259. 


More  Love  to  Thee. 


Mrs.  Elizabeth  Prentiss. 


ife 
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to    thee,      O  Christ !  More    love    to    thee ! 

earth  -ly    joy         I  craved,  Sought  peace  and  rest; 

sor  -  row     do        its  work,  Come   grief    or     pain ; 

shall   my    lat  -  est  breath,  Whis  -  per    thy  praise, 

i* — r-rfa=«=r— r-T» *=fc 
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W.  H.  Doane 


Hear  thou  the 

Now  thee  a  - 

Sweet  are  thy 

This  be  the 
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pray'r 
lone 


I  make 
I  seek, 
mes  -  sen  -  gers, 
part  •  ing    cry 


m&- 


On  bend  -  ed  knee; 
Give  what  is  best; 
Sweet  their  re  -  frain, 
My       heart  shall  raise ; 


m 


This         is      my    earn  -   est  plea, 

This  all     my  pray'r  shall  be, 

When  they  can    sing      with  me, — 

This  still     its  pray'r  shall  be : 
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More    love,  0  Christ,    to   thee,  More    love     to    thee ! 
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More    love  to    thee ! 
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Copyright  property  of  W.  H.  Doane. 


No.  260.    When  Thou,  My  Righteous  Judge. 


S.  Shirley. 


Meribah.    C.  P.  M. 


Dr.  Lowell  Mason. 
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1.  When  thou,  my  righteous  Judge,  shalt  come  To    take  thy  ransomed  peo-ple  home, 

2.  I  love        to   meet    a-raong  them  now,  Be  -  fore   thy   gracious  feet    to     bow, 

3.  Pre  -  vent,     pre-vent    it        by    thy  grace;  Be  thou,  dear  Lord,  my  hid-ing-  place, 
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Shall  I        a  -  mong    them  stand  ?  Shall   such     a   worthless  'worm   as          I, 
Tho'  vil  •  est       of        them      all;  But —    can      I      bear  the    piercing  thought' 
In  this,  th' ac-cept    -    ed       day;  Thy      pard'ning  voice,  O      let     me      hear, 
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What 
To 
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sometimes   am      a  -  fraid    to 

if      my  name  should  be   left 

still    my      un  -  be  -  liev  •  ing 
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die, 
out, 
fear, 
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Nor 
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bund  at      thy      right 

n  thou  for  them   shalt 

let    me     fall,        I 
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hand? 
call? 
pray. 
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No.  261. 

Fanny  J.  Crosby. 


Why  Will  Ye  Wander? 


Stephen  C.  Foster. 
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1.  O  ye  thirst  -  y     ones  that 

2.  From  the    riv  -  er     gen  -  tly 

3.  O,         the   bliss    of      life     e    - 

4.  Lo,      the   sum -mer  days  are 

■m. 


lan  -   guish  On      life's  drift  -  ing     sand ! 

flow   -    ing  Drink    a  full  sup  -  ply ; 

ter    -    nal  You    may      al    -  so      share ! 

end   -    ing,  They  will  soon  be        o'er; 


'Tis       the  Sav-iour  bend-ing    o'er       you, 

Free      to  all     its  bless  -  ed      wa  -    ters, 

Come    to  Je  -  sus,  and    be  -  liev   -   ing, 

While  the  Spir  -  it    still    is    plead-  ing, 

r  r 


Beaching    out     his    toil  -  worn  hand. 
Wherefore  will    ye    faint    and    die? 
En  -  ter   thro'  the    gate      of    pray'r. 
Grieve  your  dearest  Friend  no    more. 


D.S. — To      the    lov-  ing  arms  of 
Chorus. 


£    U    U    U    L      I 


Who  -  so  -  ev  -  er      will    may    come. 
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Why 
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Far 


way        from     home? 
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Copjright,  1898,  by  Wm.  J.  Kirkpatrick. 


No.  262. 

Rev.  E.  A.  Hoffman. 


Glory  to  His  Name. 


gipi 


§==t 


« 


Rev.  J.  H.  Stockton. 
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1.  Down  at    the  cross  where  my   Sav  -  iour     died,    Down  where  for  cleansing  from 

2.  I  am     so  won-drous-  ly  saved  from      sin!       Je   -    sus      so  sweet  -  ly     a- 

3.  O  precious  foun  -tain  that  saves  from      sin,        I  am      so  glad      I    have 

4.  Come   to    this  foun  -  tain,   so     rich     and   sweet;     Cast    thv   poor  soul    at    the 


s 
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sin       I     cried;  There    to     my  heart   was    the  blood   ap  -  plied ;   Glo  -  ry  to  his 

bides  within  ;  There   at     the  cross  where  he   took    me      in;      Glo-  ry  to  his 

en  -  tered    in;  There  Je  -  sus  saves     me    and  keeps  me   clean;   Glo  -  ry  to  his 

Saviour's  feet;  Plunge  in      to-day,    and     be  made  com-plete ;    Glo-  ry  to  his 
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D.  S. — There   to     my  heart   was    the  blood   ap  -  plied  ;  Glo  -  ry    to     his 
Fine.      Chorus.  ,  ^      .  ,-"     ^       D.S. 


No.  263.    Loye  Divine,  All  Lore  Excelling'. 


Charles  Wesley 


Beecher.     8s,  7s.  D. 


John  Zundel. 


1.  Love     di-vine,    all     love      ex  -  cell  -  ing,     Joy      of  heav'n  to    earth  comedown! 

2.  Breathe,  O  breathe  thy  lov-ing   Spir  -  it     •  In   -    to      ev  -  'ry    trou-bled   breast! 

3.  Come,   al-might  -  y        to       de  -  liv  -   er,      Let      us      all      thy     life     re    -    ceive ; 

4.  Fin   -    ish  then  thy    new     ere  -    a  -  tion;    Pure  and  spot -less      let     us  be; 


Fix     in       us  thy    hum-  ble    dwell-ing;  All     thy  faith  -ful       mer  -  cies  crown. 

Let     us      all  in      thee      in    -     her  -  it,  Let     us    find    thy     prom-ised     rest. 

Sud- den  -  ly  re  -  turn,    and      nev  -  er,  Nev-er    more  thy      tern  -  pie     leave; 

Let     us     see  thy     great   sal    -     va  -  tion,  Per  -  feet  -  ly      re-  stored  in        thee: 
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love    thou  art; 

•    me  -  ga  be ; 

hosts    a    -  bove, 

take     our  place, 


Je   -    sus,  thou    art     all      com  -  pas-sion,  Pure   un-bound-ed 
Take    a  -  way    the   love     of  sin-ning;  Al  -   pha    and     O 

Thee  we  would  be       al  -   ways  bless- ing,-  Serve  thee    as    thy 
Changed  from  glory     in  -   to  glo  -  ry,     Till      in  heav'n  we 
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gfc 


J 1 r- 

m        m      -m- 

I 1-      '  I 


fe^EEE£EE£ 


*=r 


^1*^^^ 


Vis   -  it 
End     of 
Prav,  and 
Till      we 


us    with    thy      sal    -    va  -  tion ;  En  -  ter     ev  -  'ry 

faith,    as       its       be    -    gin-ning,  Set    our  hearts  at 

praise  thee  with -out     ceas-ing,  Glo  -  ry      in     thy 

cast    our  crowns  be  -   fore  thee,  Lost   in    'won-  der, 


trem  -  bling  heart. 

lib  -  er    -     ty. 

per  -  feet     love, 
love,     and  praise. 
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No.  264.    Must  Jesus  Bear  the  Cross  Alone. 


Thos.  Shepherd. 


Maitland.    C.  M. 


George  N.  Allen. 
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1.  Must      Je  -  sus  bear   the  cross      a   -  lone,      And     all     the  world  go        free? 

2.  How     hap-  py    are     the  saints    a   -   bove,     Who  once  went  sorrowing   here; 

3.  The       con  -   se-cra  -  ted   cross   I'll     bear      Till  death  shall  set     me        free, 


t==Ep=pz=frz 


m 


ife£ 


J- 


a 


=k 


^r-^r 


=sfc 


T 


for 


No;  there's    a  cross    for      ev  - 'ry  one,  And  there's    a     cross 

But      now  they  taste    un-min-gled  love,  And  joy     with -out        a 

And     then     go  home  my  crown  to  wear,  For  there's     a    crown     for 

n    ^      i 


me. 
tear, 
me. 
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No.  265.      How  Firm  a  Foundation. 


George  Keith. 


Portuguese  Hymn.    lis. 


J.  Reading. 


1.  How     firm       a   foun  -  da  ■ 

2.  "  Fear  not,       I      am   with 

3.  "  When  thro'  the  deep   wa 

4.  "  The   soul    that   on      Je  - 


tion,   ye  saints  of     the      Lord,  Is      laid 

thee,    0        be       not    dis  -  mayed,  For     I 

ters     I  call    thee    to         go,  The   riv 

sus   hath  leaned  for    re    -   pose,  I        will 


for  your 
am  thy 
ers  of 
not,        I 


faith 
God, 
sor  - 
will 


in     his  ex 

I      will  still 

row  shall  not 

not    de  -  sert 


eel 

give  thee   aid ; 

o    -  ver  -  flow ; 

to  his     foes ; 


What  more  can  he  say,  than  to 
I'll  strengthen  thee,  help  thee,  and 
For       I  will     be     with      thee    thy 

That  soul,      tho'    all     hell     should  en  - 


— i=v-l 1 « — 1      V    I 1 m -A 1 \ 
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Je  -  sus  have  fled,  To  you,  who  for  ref  -  uge  to  Je  -  sus  have  fled? 
nip  -  o  -  tent  hand,  Up  -  held  by  my  gra-  eious,  om-nip  -  o  -  tent  hand, 
deep-  est  dis  -  tress,  And  sane  -  ti  •  fy  to  thee  thy  deep  -  est  dis -tress. 
nev   -   er    for  -    sake!       I'll      nev    -    er,     no     nev  -    er,    no    nev  -  er  forsake!" 
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No.  266.   Father,  Whate'er  of  Earthly  Bliss. 


Anne  Steele. 


Naomi.    C.  M. 


Dr.  Lowell  Mason. 


1.  Fa  -   ther,  what-e'er      of  earth-ly     bliss 

2.  Give    me      a      calm,      a  thankful  heart, 

3.  Let       the  sweet  hope    that     thou   art  mine, 


<&=£ 


if g- 


Thy  sov- 'reign  will  de  -  nies, 
From  ev  -  'ry  mur-mur  free; 
My      life     and  death     at -tend; 
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Ac  -  cept  -  ed       at         thy 
The  bless-ings    of  thy 

Thy   pres-  enee  thro*      my 


--£=£-. 
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throne  of  grace, 
grace  im  -  part, 
jour-  ney  shine, 
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Let  this  pe  -  ti  -  tion  rise : 
And  make  me  live  to  thee. 
And  crown  my    jour-ney's  end. 
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No.  267. 


Entire  Consecration. 


Frances  Ft.  Havergal. 


(Chorus  by  W.  J.  K.) 


Wm.  J.   KlRKPATRICK. 


1.  Take  my  life,  and    let      it       be 

2.  Take  my  feet,   and   let  them    be 

3.  Take  my  lips,  and   let  them    be 

4.  Take  my  moments,  and   my   days, 


Con  -  se  -  era  -  ted,  Lord,  to  thee ; 
Swift  and  beau  -  ti  -  ful  for  thee  ; 
Filled  with  mes  -  sa  -  ges  for  thee; 
Let      them    flow    in    end-less  praise ; 


Take  my  hands,  and  let  them  move 

Take  my  voice,  and  let     me     sing 

Take  my      sil  -  ver  and    my    gold,- 

Take  my      in  -  tel  -  lect,  and     use 

m.  +l      j*.  •  #-    _  .  -m-    -p- 
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At  the  im-  pulse  of  thy  love. 
Al  -  ways,  on  -  ly  for  my  King. 
Not  a  mite  would  I  with  -  hold. 
Ev   -  'ry    pow'r  as  thou  shalt  choose. 

-m- 1- ~£-^ — '-&■ — "£— — r 


£ 


w- 


Ff 


Chorus 
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/Wash    me    in     the  Saviour's  precious  blood,  (the  precious  blood,) 
(Cleanse  me  in      its     pu  -  ri  -  fy  -  ing  flood;  (the  heal-ing  flood;  J 

4*-  •  -*-   -m-  ■  -0-   ft-    ■*-  -i*-  •  -m-    ■*-•    -m-  -m-  •  -m-    ' 


Lord,  I    give   to 
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thee       my     life 
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all, 
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to 
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be 


Thine,  hence-  forth 


ter 


nal  -  ly. 
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Copyright  renewed.  1903,  by  Wm.  J.  Kirkpatrlck. 
5  Take  my  will,  and  make  it  thine; 
It  shall  be  no  longer  mine; 
Take  my  heart, — it  is  thine  own, 
It  shall  be  thy  royal  throne. 


r~ 


6  Take  my  love, — my  Lord.  I  pour 
At  thy  feet  its  treasure  store! 
Take  myself,  and  I  will  be 
Ever,  only,  all  for  thee! 


No.  268.    Lord,  We  Come  Before  Thee  Now. 


William  Hammond. 


Hendon.     7s. 


C.  H.  A.  Malan. 


Lord,  we  come  before  thee  now,    At    thy   feet  we    hum-blybow;    O      do    not    our 
Lord,  on  thee  our  souls  depend  ;    In   com-  pas-  sion  now  descend  ;   Fill  our  hearts  with 
Send  some  message  from  thy  word,  That  may  joy  and  peace  afford  ;  Let  thy  Spir  -  it 


g=g     g£= 


e— i — i — r 


£^M 


£u£l 


3E3EE3E 


m 


f 


i—]—J U- 


3^£ 


r^^Eis^i 


3=t 


m      * 


m 


suit  dis-dain;  Shall  we  seek  thee,  Lord,  in  vain?  Shall  we  seek  thee,  Lord,  in  vain? 
thy  rich  grace,  Tune  our  lips  to  sing  thy  praise  ;  Tune  our  lips  to  sing  thy  praise, 
now  im  -  part     Full    sal  -  va-tion  to  each  heart ;  Full  sal  -  va  -  tion     to  each  heart. 
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No.  2(>9. 


Anna  S.  Hawks. 


Who'll  Be  the  Next? 


Rev.  Robert  Lowry. 
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1.  Who'll  be  the  next  to 

2.  Who'll  be  the  next  to 

3.  Who'll  be  the  next  to 

4.  Who'll  be  the  next  to 


fol  -  low  Je  -  sus?  Who'll  be  the  next  his  cross  to  bear? 
fol  -  low  Je  -  sus —  Fol  -  low  his  wea-  ry,  bleed- ing  feet? 
fol  -  low  Je  -  sus?  Who'll  be  the  next  to  praise  his  name? 
fol  -  low  -Je  -  sus,    Down  thro'  the  Jordan's   roll  -  ing  tide? 

-m — ,— * — m-i-m—m — 0 — r-m — 0 — i=- 
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Some  one  is  read  -  y,  some  one 
Who'll  be  the  next  to  lay  ev  - 
Who'll  swell  the  cho-rus  of  free 
Who'll  be  the  next    to  join  with 


is  wait- ing;  Who'll  be  the  next  a  crown  to  wear? 
'ry  bur -den    Down  at    the  Father's  mer-cy  -  seat  ? 
re-demption — Sing,  hal  -  le-lu-jah  !  praise  the  Lamb  ? 
the  ransomed,  Sing -ing  up-on   theoth-er    side. 


m 


-s    s :  s=s=s 
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Chokus. 


Who'll  be  the  next?  Who'll  be  the  next?  Who'll  be  the  next    to 


fol  -  low    Je  -  sus? 

0 0- 


Copyright,  1899,  by  Mrs.  Mary  R.  Lowry.     Used  by  per. 


No.  270.    Come,  Says  Jesus'  Sacred  Voice. 


Anna   L.  Barbauld. 


Horton.    7s, 


Xavier  Schnyder  von  Wartensee. 
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1.  Come,  says     Je  -    sus'     sa  -  cred  voice, 

2.  Thou   who,  home-less   and      for  -  lorn, 

3.  Ye        who,  tossed  on    beds 

4.  Hith  -  er    come !     for  here 


Come,  and  make  my  paths  your  choice; 
Long  hast  borne  the  proud  world's  scorn, 
Seek    for     ease,   but      seek    in     vain; 
Balm  that   flows  for      ev  -   'ry  wound; 


I         will   guide     you  to     your   home; 

Long  hast  roamed  the  bar  -  ren   waste, 

Ye,       by    flerc    -    er  an  -  guish   torn, 

Peace  that  ev     -    er  shall     en -dure; 


Wea-ry      pil  -  grim,  hith-  er    come. 
Wea-ry      pil  -  grim,  hith  -  er    haste. 
In        re  -  morse  for  guilt  who  mourn  ; 
Rest    e  -  ter  -   nal,     sa  -  cred,  sure. 
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No. 

W.  H 


271. 


Blessed  Be  the  Name. 


ARR.   BY    Wm.  J.    KlRKPATRICK. 


him     who  reigns  a  -  bove,  In      ma  -  jes  -  ty       su  -  preme, 

bove    all  names  shall  stand,  Ex  -  alt  -  ed    more  and     more, 

be        the   Coun-sel-  or,  The  mighty  Prince   of      Peace, 

Sav  -  iour,  Friend  of    man,  Once  in  -  hied     by    the       fall, 


All 
His 
His 
Be 


praise     to 
name      a    - 
name  shall 
deem  -  er, 
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Who  gave   his    Son     for     man       to       die, 

At  God    the     Fa  -  ther's  own   right  hand, 

Of  all  earth's  kingdoms  con  -  quer  -  or, 

Thou  hast     de- vised    sal   -   va  -  tion's  plan, 


That  he  might  man  re  -  deem. 
Where  an  -  gel  hosts  a  -  dore. 
Whose  reign  shall  nev-er  cease. 
For    thou   hast    died     for      all. 
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Chorus. 
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Bless-ed    be   the  name,  blessed    be  the  name,  Blessed    be   the  name  of    the  Lord ; 
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Bless-ed    be  the  name,  blessed   be    the  name,  Blessed    be   the  name  of   the  Lord. 


Copyright,  1888,  by  Wm.  J.  Kirkpatrick. 


No.  272. 

Chas.  Wesley. 


I  Do  Believe. 


Unknown. 
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1.  Fa   -    ther,     I    stretch    my 

2.  What   did  thine    on    -     ly 

3.  Au   -   thor     of    faith !     to 


hands  to  thee, 
Son  en  -  dure, 
thee      I        lift 


4.  How  would  my  faint  -  ing'    soul     re-  joice 


No       oth  -  er  help 

Be   -    fore      I  drew 

My      wea  -  ry,  long  ■ 

Could     I      but  see 


I  know; 

my  breath? 

ing  eyes ; 

thy  face ! 


be  -  lieve, 


now    be -lieve,   That 


sus    died 


i^d 
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D.  C.  Chorus. 
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If        thou  with-draw  thy   -   self  from   me, 

What  pain,  what  la    -  bor        to       se  -  cure 

O        may      I*     now  re   -   ceive  that   gift! 

Now    let      me    hear  thy   quick' ning  voice, 


Ah,    whith  -  er    shall       I  go? 

My       soul  from  end    -    less   death! 
My       soul  with -out       it         dies. 
And    taste    thy     par  -  d  ning  grace. 


thro'  his    blood 


pre-cious  blood, 
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shall   from   sin 


No.  273. 

James  Nicholson 


Whiter  than  Snow. 


W».  G.  Fischer. 
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1.  Lord   Je-sus,    I     long    to     be    per- feet- ly  whole  ;     I  want  thee  for  -  ev  -  er    to 

2.  Lord   Je -sus,  look  down  from  thy  throne  in  the  skies,  And  help  me  to  make    a  com- 

3.  Lord   Je-sus,  for   this      I   most  humbly  en- treat;      I    wait,  blessed  Lord,  at  thy 

4.  Lord  Je  -  sus,  thou  se  -  est     I       pa-tient-ly    wait:  Come  now,  and  within  me 


live  in  my 
plete  sac  -  ri  - 
cru  -  ci  -  fied 
new  heart  ere 


soul 
flee; 
feet, 
ate; 


3=*^E^ 


Break  down  ev- 'ry      i    -    dol,    cast   out     ev  -  'ry    foe; 
I         give    up      my  -  self,  and  what-  ev  -  er        I    know: 
By    faith,    for     my     cleansing,     I       see   thy  blood  flow : 
To    those  who  have  sought  thee,  thou  never  said'st "  No,' 

J       *        J         _ 


Now 
Now 
Now 
Now 
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Chorus. 


Copyright,  1871,  by  Win.  G.  Fischer.    Used  by  per. 


No.  274.    Holy  Ghost,  with  Light  Divine. 


Rev.  Andrew  Reed. 


Last  Hope. 


w 


L.  M.  Gott8Chalk. 


1.  Ho  -  ly  Ghost,  with  light  di-  vine, 

2.  Ho  -  ly  Ghost,  with  pow'rdi-vine, 

3.  Ho  -  ly  Ghost,  with  joy    di  -  vine, 

4.  Ho  -  ly  Spir   -    it,     all     di-vine, 


Shine     up  -  on       this  heart  of 

Cleanse  this  guilt  -  y    heart  of 

Cheer    this   sad-den'd  heart  of 

Dwell  with -in      this  heart  of 


rrr 


mine ; 
mine; 
mine; 
mine ; 
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Chase    the  shades  of  night  a  -   way, 

Long    hath  sin,    with -out  con  -  trol, 

Bid        my    ma  -   ny  woes  de  -  part, 

Oast    down  ev  -    'ry       i    -  dol  -  throne, 


Turn  my  dark  -  ness    in    -    to    day. 

Held  do-  min  -  ion   o'er    my  soul. 

Heal  my    wound-ed,   bleeding  heart. 

Reign  su  -  preme — and  reign  a  -  lone. 
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No.  275. 


Elta  M.  Lewis. 


Thy  Will  is  Mine! 


'•Whate'er  It  Be." 


WM.  J.   KlRKPATRICK. 


-*. — * m-3 3~m * 9 *-J-«-' — * #-x*-r— ° 

I  take  my  por  -  tion  from  thy  hand,  And  do  not  seek  to  un  -  der-stand  j 
When  darkness  doth.thy  face  bb  -  scure,  And  ma-  ny  sor  -  rows  I  en -dure, 
When  ten-der  joys  to  me  are  known,  I  ren  -  der  thanks  to  thee  a-  lone; 
Thus  calmly      do         I    face   my     lot,     Ac  -  eept    it,    Lord,   and  doubt  thee   not; 

g-   ,  0  *    „ 


Cho.— Whate'er    it      be!    whate'er    it      be! 


i — ^a — |~i*     1    I* 1* — ~  "     — * * * — H 
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do      not   fear,   what -e'er     it     be; 


For      I       am  blind,  while  thou  dost  see;    Thy  will  is   mine,  what-e'er  it  be. 

I        think  of  Christ's  Geth-sem  -  a   -   ne;     Thy  will  is   mine,  what-e'er  it  be. 

I        know  my    cup       is    filled    by    thee;  Thy  will  is   mine,  what-e'er  it  be. 

Iio !     all  things  work  for  good     to      me;     Thy  will  is   mine,  what-e'er  it  be. 


11 
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Thy  love    di  -  vine     sus-tain-eth     me;    Thy  will     is  mine,  what-e'er    it      be 

Copyright,  1893,  by  Win.  J.  Kirkpatrick- 


No.  276. 


E.  E    Hewitt. 


God  is  Faithful. 


WM.  J.   KlRKPATRICK. 


1.  God  is  faith  -  ful,  ev  -  er    faith  -  ful ;  He     will   sure   -   ly      keep  his  word; 

2.  God  is  faith  -  ful;  he    will     do        it;  Not    my   own  weak   heart    1      trust, 

3.  God  is  faith  -  ful;  this   my    ref  -    uge  When  the  storms  of       tri  -   al       rise; 

4.  God  is  faith  -  ful;  he   will  make   me  More  than  conqueror    in      the  strife; 


To     the      ut  -    ter  -  most    ful  -  fill  -  ing  Ev  -  'ry    prom  -  ise         I     have 

But     his   Spir  -   it     dwell -ing     in       me,  Wise  and     ho    -    ly,     kind   and 

Help   is     com  -  ing,  swift  -  ly    com  -  ing  From  the    hills      be  -  yond   the 

Yielding  whol  -  ly        to       his  guid-ance,  This     is     bless  -  ing,     this      is 


D.  8.— God    is  faith  -  ful,      ev 


er    faith  -  ful ;     He     will   keep    me    night  and 


heard. 

just, 
skies. 

life! 


day. 


Chorus. 


D.S. 


God    is     faith  -  ful,      ev  -  er    faith  -  ful ;       I      will   trust    him 


ill 


all    the    way ; 

-  *     -hi 
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No.  277.      Nearer,  My  God,  to  Thee. 


Sarah  F.  Adams. 


Bethany.    6s,  4s. 


Dr.  Lowell  Mason. 
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1.  Near  -  er,     my  God,  to   thee,    Near  -  er    to     thee !     E'en  tho'      it     be       a    cross 

2.  Tho'    like  the  wan-  der  -  er,      The  sun  gone  down,     Dark-ness    be     o  -   ver  me, 

3.  There   let    the  way   ap- pear,    Steps  nn  -  to  heav'n;    All     that  thou  send- est  rue, 

4.  Then,  with  ray  wak-ing  tho'ts    Bright  with  thy  praise,  Out      of      my    sto-ny  griefs 

5.  Or  if,      on    joy -ful  wing,    Cleav-ing  the    sky,       Sun,  moon,  and  stars  for -got, 
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D.  S. — Near-  er,    my  God,    to.  thee, 


Fine. 
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That     rais  -  eth    me;  Still  all    my  song  shall  be,  Near  -  er,  my  God,  to  thee  , 

My       rest     a      stone,  Yet  in  my  dreams  I'd    be  Near  -  er,  my  God,  to  thee , 

In        mer  -  ey    given;  An-  gels    to  beck -on    me  Near  -  er,  my  God,  to  thee , 

Beth  -  el      I'll     raise;  So  by    my  woes  to      be  Near  -  er,  my  God,  to  thee , 

Up  -   ward    I        fly,  Still  all  my  song  shall  be  Near  -  er,  my  God,  to  thee, 


Near  -  er     to     thee ! 


No.  278. 

John  H.  Newman. 


Lead,  Kindly  Light. 


Lux  Benigna.    10s,  4s. 
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John  B.  Dykes. 
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Lead,  kindly  Light,  amid  th'  encircling  gloom,  Lead  thou  me  on  !  The  night  is 
I  was  not  ev -er  thus,  nor  prayed  that  thou  Shouldstlead  me  on;  I  loved  to 
So    long  thv  pow'r  has  blest  me,  sure  it   still        Will   lead  me    on      O'ermoorand 


-»-    -m-     -m-  . 
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dark,  and   I     am   far  from  home;     Lead  thou  me    on!        Keep  thou  my  feet ;     I 
choose  and  see  my  path  ;  but  now      Lead  thou  me    on  !        I    loved   the     gar  -  ish 
fen,    o'er  crag  and  torrent,    till  The  night   is     gone,     And  with  the  morn  those 


do    not    ask  to        see  The     dis-tant  scene ;  one  step  e  -  nough     for      me. 

day,  and  spite  of      fears      Pride  ruled  my  will.    Be-mem-ber   not         past    years! 
an  -  gel    fa  -  ces      smile     While  I    have  loved  long  since,  and  lost       a  -  while  ! 
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No.  279. 


Samuel  Medley. 


0  Could  I  Speak. 


Dr.  L.  Mason. 


1.  O      could     I     speak  the   match-less     worth,     O  could  I  sound  the  glo-ries  forth 

2.  I'd  sing    the   pre  -  cious  blood    he       spilt,      My  ransom  from  the  dreadful  guilt 

3.  I'd   sing    the   char  -  ac  -  ters       he       bears,    And  all  the  forms  of  love  be  wears, 

4.  Well,  the  de  -  light  -  ful     day    will  come  When  my  dear  Lord  will  bring  me  home, 
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Which  in  my  Saviour  shine  !  I'd  soar  and  touch  the  heav'nly  strings,  And  vie  with 
Of  sin  and  wrath  di-vine;  I'd  sing  his  glorious  righteousness,  In  which  all 
Ex  -  alt  -  ed  on  his  throne ;  In  loft  -  iest  songs  of  sweetest  praise,  I  would  to 
And      I   shall   see    his   face;     Then  with  my  Saviour,  Brother,  Friend,  A     blest     e- 
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briel,  while  he  sings,  In    notes     al-most  di- vine,     In  notes  al- most      di  -vine. 

-  feet,  heav'nly  dress   My   soul  shall  ev  -  er  shine,    My  soul  shall  ev  -    er  shine. 

-  er  -  last- ing  days     Make  all  his  glories  known,  Make  all  his  glo-ries  known. 
-   ni  -  ty    I'll  spend,  Tri  -  umphant  in    his  grace,    Tri-umphant  in       his  grace. 
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No.  2S0. 


Rev.  R.  Robinson. 


Come,  Thou  Fount. 


Nettleton.     8s,  7s. 


John  Wyeth. 

Fine., 


,    /Come,  thou  Fount  of      ev-'ry   bless  -  ing,  Tune  my  heart      to       sing  thy  grace;  1 
(  Streams  of    mer  -  cy,     nev-er    ceas  -  ing,  Call     for   songs     of      loudest  praise;  j 
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D.  C. — Praise  the  mount— I'm  fixed  up  -  on        it !   Mount  of      thy       re  -  deem-ing  love. 

d.  a 
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Teach   me    some  mel   -  o-dious  son  -  net,    Sung  by     flam  -  ing  tongues  a  -  bo ve; 
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2  Here  I'll  raise  my  Ebenezer, 

Hither  by  thy  help  I'm  come; 
And  I  hope,  by  thy  good  pleasure, 

Safely  to  arrive  at  home; 
Jesus  sought  me  when  a  stranger, 

Wandering  from  the  fold  of   God  ; 
He,  to  rescue  me  from  danger, 

Interposed  his  precious  blood. 
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3  O  to  grace  how  great  a  debtor, 

Daily  I'm  constrained  to  be! 
Let  thy  goodness,  like  a  fetter, 

Bind  my  wandering  heart  to  thee  ; 
Prone  to  wander,  Lord,  I  feel  it, 

Prone  to  leave  the  God  I  love ; 
Here's  my  heart,  O,  take  and  seal  it: 

Seal  it  for  thy  courts  above. 


No.  281.      Wonderful  Words  of  Life. 


1.  Sing  them  o  -  ver    a -gain    to    me,  Wonderful  words  of   Life,        Let  me  more  of  their 

2.  Christ,  the  blessed  One,  gives  to  all   Wonderful  words  of  Life;        Sin  -  ner,  list  to  the 

3.  Sweet-  ly    ech  -  o    the   gos-  pel  call,  Wonderful  words  of   Life,        Of  -  fer  pardon  and 

n  h  r> 
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beau-ty  see,  Wonderful  words  of  Life.  Words  of  life  and  beauty, Teach  me  faith  and  duty  ; 
loving  call,  Wonderful  words  of  Life.     All     so  free-ly  giv-  en,  Woo-ing  us  to  heav-en. 
peace  to  all,  Wonderful  words  of  Life.     Je  -  sus,  on-ly  Saviour,  Sanc-ti  -  fy  for-  ev  -  er. 
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Beau-ti-ful  words,  wonderful  words,  Wonderful  words  of      Life,. . .  . 
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Life. 


I 


Used  by  permission. 


No.  282.         Oyer  the  Ocean  Ware. 

Mrs.  J.  W.  Sampson. 


W.  B.  Bradbury. 

Fine. 
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1.  O-ver  the  ocean  wave,  far,  far  a-way,  There  the  poor  heathen  live, waiting  for  day 
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Cho. — Pity  them,  pity  them, Christians  at  home,Haste  with  the  bread  of  life, hasten  and  come. 

D.  C.  Chorus. 

4- 


Groping    in     ig- norance,  dark  as  the  night,     No  blessed  Bi-ble  to  give  them  the  light ; 


wmi^m 


Used  by  permission.  < 

2  Here  in  this  happy  land  we  have  the  light, 
Shining  from  God's  own  word,  free,  pure, 

and  bright; 
Shall  we  not  send  to  them  Bibles  to  read, 
Teachers,  and  preachers,  and  all  that  they 
need  ? 
Cho.— Pity  them,  &c. 
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3  Then,  while  the  mission  ships  glad  tidings 
bring, 
List!  as  that  heathen  band  joyfully  sing, 
"Over  the  ocean  wave,  O,  see  them  come, 
Bringing   the   bread    of    life,    guiding   us 
home." 
Cho. — Pity  them,  &c. 


No.  283. 


Jesus  is  Mine! 


Mrs.  Catharine  J.  Bonar. 


T.  E.  Perkins. 
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1.  Fade,     fade,  each  earth  -  ly    joy,  Je  -  sus  is 

2.  Tempt   not      my    soul       a  -  way,  Je  -  sus  is 

3.  Fare-  well,     ye  dreams  of  night,  Je  -  sus  is 

4.  Fare  -  well,  mor  -  tal    -    i    -  ty,  Je  -  sus  is 


^EEE^ 
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mine!  Break,     ev    -    'ry 

mine !  Here    would      I 

mine !  Lost         in     this 

mine!  Wei    •    come    e- 


£^E£ 
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ten  -  der       tie,  Je    -      sus     is      mine!        Dark       is        the    wil  -  del 


ten  -  der 
ev  -  er 
dawn-ing 
ter    -    ni  ■ 


tie, 

stay, 

light, 
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sus  is  mine! 

Je    -     sus  is  mine ! 

Je    -     sus  is  mine ! 

Je    -     sus  is  mine ! 


Dark       is 
Per    -    ish  ■ 
All        that 
Wei  -  come, 


the  wil  -  der  -  ness, 
ing  things  of  clay, 
my  soul  has  tried 
O    loved  and   blest, 
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Earth  has  no  rest-ing  place,  Je  -  sus  a  -  lone  can 
Born  but  for  one  brief  day,  Pass  from  my  heart  a  - 
Left  but  a  dis-mal  void,  Je  -  sus  has  sat  -  is  - 
Wel-come,  sweet  scenes  of  rest,  Welcome,  my  Saviour's 


wM^M 


bless, 
wav, 
fled, 
breast, 


je  -  sus  is  mine ! 

Je  -  sus  is  mine 

Je  -  sus  is  mine 

Je   -  sus  is  mine 
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Used  by  permission. 


No.  284. 

Edward  Mote 


The  Solid  Rock. 


Wivuam  B.  Bradbury. 
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1.  My   hope  is   built    on  nothing  less  Than  Jesus'  blood  and  righteousness;  I  dare  not 

2.  When  darkness  veils  his  lovely  face,    I      rest  on   his     unchanging  grace;  Inev-'ry 

3.  His  oath,  his  cov-e-nant,  his  blood,  Sup-port  me   in  the  whelming  flood  ;  When  all  a- 
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Chorus. 
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trust  the  sweetest  frame,  But  wholly  lean    on      Je-sus'  name.] 

high  and  stormy   gale,    My   anchor  holds  with-in   the   veil.    >  On  Christ,  the  sol-id 
round  my  soul  gives  way,  He  then   is    all      my  hope  and  stay.  J 
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rock,  I  stand;  All  oth-er  ground  is   sinking  sand,  All   oth-er  ground  is  sinking  sand. 
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By  per.  Biglow  &  Main  Co.,  owners 


No.  285. 


All  Hail  the  Power. 


Rev 

^4 

.  E.  Perronet 
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Coronation.    C.  M. 
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Oliver  Holden. 
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1.  All 

2.  Ye 

3.  Let 

4.  O 

hail     the  pow'r    of 
chos  -  en     seed     of 
ev  -  'ry      kin  -dred, 
that  with    yon  -  der 
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Je    -   sus'  name !  Let 
Is  -    rael's  race,    Ye 
ev    -   'ry    tribe,    On 
sa  -    cred  throng  We 
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at 
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gels    pros-  trate 

somed  from    the 

ter  -    res  -  trial 

his     feet     may 
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fall; 
fall, 
ball, 
fall; 
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Bring  forth  the  roy  -  al  di 
Hail  Him  who  saves  you  by 
To  him  all  maj  -  es  -  ty 
We'll  join  the     ev  -  er  -  last 


I 


dem,  And  crown  him 
his  grace,  And  crown  him 
as  -  cribe,  And  crown  him 
ing  song,  And  crown  him 
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Lord. ...  of  all. 

Lord...  of  all. 

Lord...  of  all. 

Lord....  of  all. 
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No.  286.         0  Worship  the  King. 


Robert  Grant. 
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1.  O       wor-ship  the  King  all        glo-rious  a-  bove, 

"I.  Thy  boun-ti  -   ful    care  'what  tongue  can  re  -  cite? 

3.  Frail  chil-dren    of    dust,  and       fee  -  ble  as     frail, 


And  grate  -  ful  -  ly 
It  breathes  in  the 
In       thee      do       we 


HI 


sing  his 

air,  it 

trust,  nor 

-J- 


won  -  der 
shines  in 
find      thee 
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ful  love;  Our  Shield 
the  light,  It  streams 
to       fail ;       Thy     nier  - 


and 

from 

cies 


De  -    fen  -  der,    the 
the      hills,      it       de  - 
how      ten  -   der!    how 
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An-  cient  of  days,  Pa  -  vil-ioned  in  splen-dor,  and 
scends  to  the  plain,  And  sweet  -  ly  dis  -  tills  in  the 
firm      to     the    end,      Our    Mak  -  er,     De- fen -der,     Re  • 
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gird  -  ed    with  praise. 
dew    and     the    rain, 
deem  -  er,    and  Friend 
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No.  287.     We  Shall  Meet,  By  and  By. 


Rev.  Joi-.n  Atkinson 


1.  We  shall  meet  beyond  the  riv  -  er,     By  and    by, 

2.  We  shall  strike  the  harps  of  glo-ry,    By  and    by, 

3.  We  shall  see    and    be   like  Je  •  sus,     By  and    by. 

4.  There  our  tears  shall  all  cease  flowing,  By  and    by, 
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by  and  by;  And  the  darkness 

by  and  by;  We  shall  sing  re- 

by  and  by;   Who   a  crown   of 

by  and  by  ;   And  with  sweetest 


shall    be     o- ver,  By  and  by,  by  and  by ;  With  the  toilsome  journey  done,  And  the 

demption's  story,   By  and   by,  by  and  by  ;  And  the  strains  forever-more      Shall  re  - 

life    will  give  us,  By  and   by,  by  and  by  ;  And  the  an-gels  who  ful-fil        All    the 

rapture  knowing,  By  and    by,  bv  and  by  ;  All  the  blest  ones, who  have  gone  Tothe 


e — m— t 


glo-rious  bat  -  tie   won,  We  shall  shine  forth  as  the  sun,  By  and   by, 

sound  in  sweetness  o'er  Yonder    ev  -  er  -  lasting  shore,  By  and   by, 

mandates  of    his   will    Shall  attend,  and  love  us   still,  By  and   by, 

land   of    life  and  song,  We  with  shoutings  shall  rejoin,  By  and   by, 
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by  and  by. 
by  and  by. 
by  and  by. 
by  and  bv. 
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No.  2S8.    From  Greenland's  Icy  Mountains. 


Reginald  Heber,  D.  D. 


Missionary  Hymn.    7s,  6s.    D. 


Lowell  Mason. 
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1.  From  Greenland's  icy  mountains.  From  India's  cor-al     strand,  Where  Afric's  sun-ny 

2.  What  tho'  the  spi  -  cyT  breez  -  es    Blow  soft  o'er  Ceylon's  isle,     Tho'    ev  -  'ry  prospect 

3.  Shall  we, whose  souls  are  lighted  By  wisdom  from  on    high, 

4.  Waft,  waft,  ye  winds,  his  sto- ry,  And  you,  ye  wa-ters,  roll, 
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Shall  we  to  men  be 
Till,   like    a     sea    of 
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fount-ains  Roll  down  their  golden  sand;  From  many  an  ancient  riv  -  er,  From  many  a 
pleas  -  es,  And  on  -  ly  man  is  vile?  In  vain,  with  lavish  kindness,  The  gifts  of 
night -ed  The  lamp  of  life  de-ny?  Sal  -  va-tion  !  O  sal  -  va- tion  !  The  joy-ful 
glo    -    ry,  It  spreads  from  pole  to  pole ;  Till    o'er  our  ransom'd  na-ture,  The  Lamb,  for 
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From  Greenland's  Icy  Mountains. — Concluded. 
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palm  -  y  plain,  They  call  us  to  de  -  liv  -  er  Their  land  from  er-ror's  chain. 
God  are  strewn  :  The  heathen,  in  his  blind-ness,  Bows  down  to  wood  and  stone. 
sound  pro- claim,  Till  earth's  remot-est  na  -  tion  Has  learned  Messi  -  all's  name. 
sin  -  ners      slain,      Re  -  deemer,  King,  Cre  -  a    -   tor,  In      bliss   re -turns  to  reign! 
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No.  289.     The  Son  of  God  Goes  Forth. 


Reginald  Heber,  D.  D. 


Henry  S.  Cutler. 
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1.  The   Son      of   God  goes  forth      to    war,  A        king  -  ly  crown    to  gain; 

2.  The  mar  -  tyr  first,  whose  ea  -  gle    eye  Could  pierce  be- yond   the  grave, 

3.  A       glo  -  rious  band,  the  chos  -  en    few  On    whom   the    Spir  -  it  came, 

4.  A       no  -    ble     ar  -  my, — men  and  boys,  The    ma  -  tron    and     the  maid ; 
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His 
Who 
Twel 
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blood-  red    ban-  ner  streams     a  -  far:  Who     fol  -lows   in         his   train? 

saw       his    Mas-  ter        in         the  sky,  And   called  on    him        to      save; 

ve  val  -  iant  saints,  their  hope  they  knew,  And  mocked  the  cross  and  flame ; 

round     the     Sav-iour's  throne      re-joice,  In        robes    of    light      ar- rayed: 
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best  can  drink  his  cup  of  woe,  Tri-umph-ant  o  -  ver 
him,  with  par  -  don  on  his  tongue  In  midst  of  mor  -  tal 
met  the  ty  -  rant's  brandished  steel,  The  li  -  on's  go  -  ry 
climbed  the  steep  as-  cent      of  heav'n  Thro'  per-  il,      toil,     and 
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Who      pa   -   tient  bears    his    cross 
He      prayed    for  them  that      did 
They  bowed  their  necks  the    death 
O  God,        to      us      may    grace 


be  -  low, — He 
the  wrong :  Who 
to      feel;    Who 
be    giv'n    To 


Ifeff 
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fol  -  lows 
fol  -  lows 
fol  -  lows 
fol  -  low 


his     train. 

his  train? 
their  train? 
their  train. 
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Used  by  permission. 
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No.  290.     Onward,  Christian  Soldiers. 
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Arthur  S.  Sullivan. 
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1.  On-ward,  Christian  sol  -  diers !  Marching  as    to    war,    With  the  cross  of  Je  -    sus 

2.  Like      a   might-y    ar    -    my  Moves  the  Church  of  God  ;  Brothers,  we  are  tread-ing 

3.  Crowns  and  thrones  may  perish,  Kingdoms  rise  and  wane,  But  the  Church  of  Je-sus 

4.  On-ward,  then,  ye    peo  -  pie  !   Join  our  hap-py  throng,  Blend  with  ours  your  voices 
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Go-  ing  on  be -fore;  Christ,  the  roy  -  al 
Where  the  saints  have  trod  ;  We  are  not  di 
Oon-stant  will  re-  main;  Gates  of  hell  can 
In        the  triumph-song;  Glo  -  ry,   laud  and 

m — If-  ,   rs ,_(* # — m — m 


Mas-  ter,    Leads    a -gainst  the     foe; 
■  vi  -  ded,    All        one    bod  -  y       we, 
nev  -  er,    'Gainst  that  Church  prevail ; 
hon  -  or      Un    -     to  Christ  the  King; 
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Chorus. 
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Forward  in  -  to      bat    -    tie,      See,  his  ban-ners  go! 

One  in  hope  and  doc  -  trine,  One  in  char  -  i  -  ty.  [„__.,_.  fhrUriin  sol  diers  i 
We  have  Christ's  own  promise,  And  that  can  not  fail.  Un"  arc1'  ^nnstlan  so1  d,ers ! 
This  thro' countless  a   -    ges     Men  and  an  -gels  sing. ' 
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Marching  a 
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With  the  cross  of    Je  -  sus 


Go  -  ing  on      be  -  fore. 
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No.  291.    Work,  for  the  Night  is  Coining, 


Lowell  Mason. 

Fine.  ] 


.    (Work, for  the  night  is  coming,  Work  thro' the  morning  hours; ) 
'  |  Work, while  the  dew  is  sparkling,  (Omit )  J 


Work  'mid  springing  flow'rs. 


D.C. — Work,  for  the  night  is  com-ing,  (Omit )  When  man's  work  is  done. 

cres.  i   D.C. 
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Work,  when   the   day  grows      bright 
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Work      in       the  glow  -  ing      sun; 
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2  Work,  for  the  night  is  coming, 

Work  through  the  sunny  noon ; 
Fill  brightest  hours  with  labor, 

Rest  comes  sure  and  soon. 
Give  every  flying  minute 

Something  to  keep  in  store: 
Work,  for  the  night  is  coming, 

When  man  works  no  more. 


3  Work,  for  the  night  is  coming, 

Under  the  sunset  skies; 
While  their  bright  tints  are  glowing, 

Work,  for  daylight  flies. 
Work  till  the  last  beam  fadeth, 

Fadeth  to  shine  no  more  ; 
Work  while  the  night  is  darkening, 

When  man's  work  is  o'er. 
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No.  292. 


Stand  Up  for  Jesus. 


DUFFIELD,    D.   D. 

-1 K 


Webb. 
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7s,  6s.    0. 
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G.  J.  Webb. 
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1.  Stand  up  ! — stand  up  for  Jesus !  Ye  soldiers  of  the  cross ;    Lift  high  his  royal  ban  -  ner, 
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-Till  ev-'ry  foe  is  vanquished, 
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It  must  not  suffer  loss 


From  vic-t'ry  un  -  to    vie- 


I  I 

And  Christ  is  Lord  indeed. 
2  Stand  up ! — stand  up  for  Jesus  ! 

Stand  in  his  strength  alone; 
The  arm  of  flesh  will  fail  you; 

Ye  dare  not  trust  your  own  : 
Put  on  the  gospel  armor, 

And,  watching  unto  prayer, 
Where  duty  calls  or  danger, 

Be  never  wanting  there. 


4  Stand  up! — stand  up  for  Jesus  ! 

The  strife  will  not  be  long; 
This  day,  the  noise  of  battle, 

The  next,  the  victor's  song: 
To  him  that  overcometh, 

A  crown  of  life  shall  be; 
He  with  the  King  of  glory 

Shall  reign  eternally. 


No.  293. 


The  Morning  Light. 


S.  F.  Smith. 

1  The  morning  light  is  breaking; 

The  darkness  disappears: 
The  sons  of  earth  are  waking 

To  penitential  tears : 
Each  breeze  that  sweeps  the  ocean 

Brings  tiding  from  afar, 
Of  nations  in  commotion, 

Prepared  for  Zion's  war. 

2  Rich  dews  of  grace  come  o'er  us 

In  many  a  gentle  shower, 

And  brighter  scenes  before  us 

Are  opening  every  hour: 


Tune, — Webb.    7s,  6s.  D. 
Each  cry,  to  heaven  going, 

Abundant  answers  brings, 
And  heavenly  gales  are  blowing, 

With  peace  upon  their  wings. 

3  See  heathen  nations  bending 

Before  the  God  we  love, 
And  thousand  hearts  ascending 

In  gratitude  above ; 
While  sinners,  now  confessing, 

The  gospel  call  obey, 
And  seek  the  Saviour's  blessing, 

A  nation  in  a  day. 


No.  294. 

Rev.  Thomas  Kelly. 
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Zion.    8s,  7s,  4. 


Dr.  Thomas  Hastings. 
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,     f  Zion  stands  with  hills  surrounded, — Zi-on,kept  by  pow'r  di-vine  ; )  w  „. 

x"  \  All  her  foes  shall  be  confounded, Tho'  the  world  in  arms  combine;  J  rtaP_Py   ^i  -  on, 


What   a      favored  lot     is   thine!   Hap- pv 

J\_Ji h     fe    i       i  -m.-  -m- 


Zi-on,    What   a     favored   lot      is    thine! 
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2  Every  human  tie  may  perish  ; 

Friend  to  friend  unfaithful  prove; 

Mothers  cease  their  own  to  cherish  ; 

Heaven  and  earth  at  last  remove  ; 

But  no  changes 
Can  attend  Jehovah's  love. 
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3  In  the  furnace  God  may  prove  thee, 

Thence  to  bring  thee  forth  more  bright, 
But  can  never  cease  to  love  thee : 
Thou  art  precious  in  his  sight: 

God  is  with  thee, 
God,  thine  everlasting  light. 


No.  295.       My  Faith  Looks  Up  to  Thee. 


Olivet.    6s,  4s. 


Lowell  Mason. 


^^ 


JS=p 


3CT 


g§H^ 


Z-Jgl 


1.  My   faith  looks  up  to  thee,  Thou  Lamb  of  Calva-ry,    Saviour   di  -  vine;  Now  hear  me 

2.  May  thy  rich  grace  impart  Strength  to  my  fainting  heart,  My  zeal  inspire !  As  thou  hast 


while  I  pray,  Take  all  my  guilt 
died   for   me,     O    may  my  love 


m 


EE 


a- way,    O      let  me  from  this  day  Be  whol -ly  thine! 
to  thee  Pure, warm,  and  changeless  be,  A  living  fire  ! 
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3  While  life's  dark  maze  I  tread, 
And  griefs  around  me  spread, 

Be  thou  my  Guide ; 
Bid  darkness  turn  to  day, 
Wipe  sorrow's  tears  away, 
Nor  let  me  ever  stray 
From  thee  aside. 


4  When  ends  life's  transient  dream, 
When  death's  cold,  sullen  stream 

Shall  o'er  me  roll ; 
Blest  Saviour,  then,  in  love, 
Fear  and  distrust  remove ; 
O  bear  me  safe  above, 

A  ransomed  soul ! 


No.  296.     My  Country !  'Tis  of  Thee. 

S.  F.  Smith,  D.  D.  America.    6s,  4s. 


Ad.  Henry  Carey. 
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1.  My  country  ! 'tis    of  thee,  Sweet  land  of  lib  -  er-ty,     Of  thee   I  sing:  Land  where  my 

2.  My   native  country,  thee,  Land  of  the   no-ble,  free,  Thy  name  I  love;       I    love  thy 


fathers  died  !  Land  of  the  Pilgrims'  pride ! 
rocks  and  rills, Thy  woods  and  templed  hills 


From  ev'ry  mountain  side,   Let  freedom  ring. 
;  My  heart  with  rapture  thrills,  Like  that  above. 
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3  Let  music  swell  the  breeze, 
And  ring  from  all  the  trees 

Sweet  freedom's  song; 
Let  mortal  tongues  awake ; 
Let  all  that  breathe  partake; 
Let  rocks  their  silence  break, 

The  sound  prolong. 


4  Our  fathers'  God  !  to  thee, 
Author  of  liberty, 

To  thee  we  sing; 
Long  may  our  land  be  bright 
With  freedom's  holy  light; 
Protect  us  by  thy  might, 

Great  God,  our  King ! 


No.  297.     Come,  Thou  Almighty  King. 


Charles  Wesley. 


Italian  Hymn.    6s,  4s. 


Felice  Giardini. 


I  -  i     r 

1.  Come,  thou  al-might-y  King,  Help  us  thy  name  to  sing,  Help  us  to  praise;  Father  all- 

2.  Come,  thou  incarnate  Word, Gird  on  thy  mighty  sword, Our  pray'r  attend  ;  Come  and  thy 

3.  Come,  ho  -  ly   Com-fort-er,   Thy  sacred  wit- ness  bear  In  this  glad  hour :  Thou  who  al- 

4.  To     the  great  One  in  Three,  The  highest  prais  -es   be,  Hence  evermore  !  His  sov'reign 
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Come,  Thou  Almighty  King.— Concluded. 
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glo  -  ri-ous,  O'er  all  vie  -  to  -  ri-ous,  Come,  and  reign  o-ver  us,  An-cient  of  Days, 
people  bless,  And  give  thy  word  success:  Spir-  it  of  ho  -  li-ness,  On  us  de-scend! 
mighty  art,  Now  rule  in  ev-'ry  heart,  And  ne'er  from  us  depart,  Spir-  it  of  pow'r! 
ma  -  jes-ty     May  we    in    glo  -  ry  see,    And-  to      e  -  ter  -  ni  -  ty   Love  and  a  -  dore. 
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No.  298. 

P.  Doddridge. 


Happy  Day. 


E.    F.    RlMBAULT. 


f  O      hap  -  py  day,  that  fixed  my  choice  On  thee,  my  Saviour  and  my  God  ! )    jian  nv 
(.Well  may  this  glowing  heart  rejoice,    And  tell   its   raptures  all    a -broad:  J  P'Vi 


day.happy  da^Vhen  Jesus  wash'd  my  sins  awa'y !  {  *£*$£  ™  ^jftJS  -  "ry  "day!  } 

-«-  ff  .ft- 


2  O  happy  bond,  that  seals  my  vows 
To  him  who  merits  all  my  love! 
Let  cheerful  anthems  fill  his  house. 
While  to  that  sacred  shrine  I  move. 


3  'Tis  done :  the  great  transaction's  done  ! 
I  am  my  Lord's  and  he  is  mine ; 
He  drew  me,  and  I  followed  on, 
Charmed  to  confess  the  voice  divine. 


No.  299. 


Wm.  P.  Mackay. 


Revive  Us  Again. 


J.  J.  Husband. 


Hal -le  -  lu-jah  !  thine  the  glo-ry,     Hal -le-lu  -  jah  !  A- men,      Re-vive   us      a-gain. 

=FP==qrf= 


2  We  praise  thee,  O  God  !    for  thy  Spirit  of  light, 

Who  has  shown  us  our  Saviour,  and  scattered  our  night. 

3  All  glory  and  praise  to  the  Lamb  that  was  slain, 

Who  has  borne  all  our  sins,  and  has  cleansed  every  stain. 

4  All  glory  and  praise  to  the  God  of  all  ffrace, 

Who  has  bought  us,  and  sought  us,  and  guided  our  ways. 

5  Revive  us  again;  fill  each  heart  with  thy  love; 
May  each  soul  be  rekindled  with  fire  from  above. 
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No.  300. 

Thos.  Ken. 

hi 


Doxology. 

Old  Hundred.    L.  M. 


Louis  Bourgeois. 
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Praise  God,  from  whom  all  blessings  flow;  Praise  him,  all     creatures  here    be -low; 
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Praise  him    a-  bove,   ye  heav'nly  host;  Praise  Fa-ther,  Son,  and     Ho  -  ly  Ghost. 
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No.  301. 


Gloria  Patri.    No.  1. 


Henry  W.  Greatorex. 
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Glo  -  ry   be    to  the  Fa-ther,  and    to     the  Son,  and  to  the  Ho  -  ly   Ghost;      As  it 


was  in  the  beginning,  is  now,  and  ever  shall  be,  world  without  end ;  A  -  men,  A 
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No.  302. 


Gloria  Patri.    No.  2. 


Charles  Meineke. 
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Glo  -  ry  be    to  the  Fa-ther,    and     to  the  Son,  and  to  the    Ho  -  ly  Ghost,  As  it 
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was  in  the  beginning,   is  now,  and  ever  shall  be,  world  without  end;  A-men,  A-men 
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Gloria  Patri.    No.  3. 
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No.  303. 
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f Glory  be  to  the  Father,  and  to  the      Son,      And        to  the 

\  As  it  was  in  the  beginning,  is  now,  and  ev-  er  shall  be,  World  without 
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INDEX. 


Abide  with  me!  fast  falls  the  even. . 

Abating  and  confiding 

A  blessing  in  prayer 

A  blest  Eternity 

A  few  more  marchings  weary 

After  the  clouds  their  flight  have. . . 
Alas!  and  did  my  Saviour  bleed. . . . 
All  hail  the  power  of  Jesus'  name. . 
All  praise  to  him  who  reigns  above. 

All  taken  away 

All  the  promises  are  mine 

All  the  way  long  it  is  Jesus 

All  the  way  my  Saviour  leads  me. .  . 

All  to  Christ  I  owe 

All  to  Jesus  I  surrender 

All  will  be  glory,  by  and  by 

Amazing  grace,  how  sweet  the 

America.  6s,  4s 

Amid  the  trials  which  I  meet 

Are  you  sowing  the  seed 

Are  you  weary  ?  do  you  grieve  ? . . . . 

Ask  and  receive 

At  Jesus'  feet 

A  tribute  to  the  Christ  we  bring. . . . 

At  the  cross 

At  the  palace  gate  confessing 

Awake,  my  soul,  in  joyful  lays 

A  wonderful  Saviour  is  Jesus,  my . . 

Be  silent,  be  silent 

Blessed  assurance 

Blessed  be  the  name 

Bless  me  now 

Bless  the  Lord,  my  soul 

Blest  be  the  tie  that  binds 

Bowed  beneath  your  burden  is  there. 
By  and  by  we'll  be  gathered  home. . 

Carry  the  news  to  Jesus 

Cast  thy  care  upon  the  Saviour 

Christian  brethren,  o'er  the  main.. 

Christ,  my  Rock 

Close,  close  to  thy  cross,  O  Christ. .  . 
Come,  burdened  souls,  with  all  your. 
Come,  every  soul  by  sin  oppressed .  . 

Come,  Great  Deliverer,  come 

Come,  says  Jesus'  sacred  voice 

Come,  sinners,  to  the  Living  One. .  . 

Come,  thou  almighty  King 

Come,  thou  fount  of  every  blessing. 

Come  while  God  is  calling 

Come  with  all  thy  sorrow 

Come  ye  sinners 

Come,  ye  that  love  the  Lord 

Companionship  with  Jesus 

Could  I  tell  it 

Deeper  love 

Deeper  yet 

Doing  his  will 
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No. 

Down  at  the  Cross  where  my  Saviour.  262 

Doxology.  L.  M 300 

Draw  me  nearer 30 

Entire  consecration 267 

Every  day  and  hour 251 

Fade,  fade  each  earthly  joy 283 

Father,  I  stretch  my  hands  to  thee. .  272 

Father,  whate'er  of  earthly  bliss. .  .  .  266 

For  you  and  for  me 1  "2  7 

Freedom  in  Jesus 167 

From  every  stormy  wind  that  blows.  228 

From  Greenland's  icy  mountains. .  .  288 

Gathering  home 186 

Give  me  thy  heart 141 

Glory  all  the  way 68 

Glory  be  to  the  Father,  and .  301,  302,  303 

Glory,  glory,  glory ! 1 

Glory  to  his  name 262 

God  be  with  you  till  we  meet  again .  187 

-God  is  faithful ". 276 

God's  promises '. . .  140 

Grant  me  a  deeper  love 225 

Graven  on  thy  palms 211 

Guard  the  Bible  well 84 

Happy  are  the  people  whose  trust  is.  123 

Happy  day 298 

Have  we  learned  the  secret  of  the.  168 

Hear  and  answer  prayer 83 

Hear  the  precious  gospel  story 132 

Hear  the  voice  of  Jesus  say 82 

Hear  the  voices  calling  o'er  the ....  180 

Heavenly  Father,  bless  me  now . . .  195 

Heavenly  sunlight 110 

He  gave  his  life  for  thee 35 

He  hideth  my  soul 158 

Heirs  of  a  mighty  King! 11 

He  is  all  in  all  to  me 204 

He  is  calling  me  now 176 

He  leadeth  me,  O  blessed  thought .  .  227 

Here  from  the  world  we  turn 196 

Here  on  the  altar  of  true  love 76 

He  saves  me 44 

He's  just  the  same  to-day 78 

Hide  me,  O  my  Saviour 23 

Hide  thou  me 190 

Hiding  from  the  storm 146 

Hiding  in  thee 129 

His  way  with  thee 120 

Holy  Ghost,  with  light  divine 274 

Holy,  Holy,  Holy!  Lord  God 203 

Holy  Spirit,  faithful  Guide 236 

Home  over  there 157 

How  firm  a  foundation,  ye  saints. .  .  265 

How  wonderful,  wonderful  is  the .  .  178 

Humbly,  O  Lord,  I  wait 15 

I  am  anchored  safe 130 

I  am  coming  to  the  cross 234 
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I  am  glad  I  found  my  Saviour 

I  am  uot  skilled  to  understand 

I  am  praying,  blessed  Saviour 

I  am  praying  for  you 

I  am  rejoicing,  trusting  and  hoping. 
I  am  resting  in  the  Saviour's  love. . 

I  am  satisfied 

I  am  thine,  0  Lord,  I  have  heard. . . 

I  am  thinking  today,  of  that 

I  am  trusting  Lord  in  thee 

I  am  walking  thro'  this  earth-life.  . 

I  cannot  drift  beyond  thy  love 

I  cannot  let  hiin  go 

I  do  believe 

If  graven  on  thy  palms 

If  he,  my  Lord,  is  with  me  still.  .  .  . 
If  I  could  only  tell  him  as  I  know. 
If  the  Saviour  journey  with  me.  .  .  . 

If  we  have  the  love  of  Jesus 

If  you  are  tired  of  the  load 

I  have  a  faith  in  Christ  my  Lord. .  . 
I  have  a  Saviour,  he's  pleading  in. . 
I  have  learned  the  wondrous  secret. 

I  hear  the  Saviour  say 

I  hear  the  words  of  a  precious  friend 

I  hear  thy  welcome  voice 

I  know  my  Saviour  is  near 

I  know  that  my  Redeemer  liveth . . 

I'll  live  for  him 

I'll  praise  him  while  I  live 

I'll  work  for  Jesus,  for  he  saves  my. 

I  love  tby  kingdom,  Lord 

I  love  to  sit  at  Jesus'  feet 

I  love  to  tell  the  story 

I'm  happy  in  Jesus, rejoicing  to-day. 

I  must  tell  Jesus.. 

I  need  thee  every  hour 

I  never  will  leave  my  Saviour 

I  now  believe  in  Christ  the  Lord.. .  . 

In  the  blood  from  the  cross 

In  the  cross  of  Christ  I  glory 

In  the  harvest  field  there  is  work. .  . 

In  the  hour  of  trial 

In  the  Riven  Rock  there's  a  refuge.. 

In  the  shadow  of  the  Rock 

In  thy  cleft,  O  Rock  of  ages  ! 

I  shall  be  like  him 

Is  it  nothing  to  thee 

Is  it  well  with  thy  soul 

Is  there  a  heart  that  is  waiting 

Is  there  room  for  me 

I  surrender  all 

I  surrender  all  to  Jesus 

I  take  my  portion  at  thy  hand 

I  wandered  in  the  shades  of  night. . 

I  want  to  go  there 

I  will  go,  I  cannot  stay 

I  will  sing  of  my  salvation 

I  will  sing  the  wondrous  story 

I  will  trust 

I've  wandered  faraway  from  God.. 


No. 

142 

198 

83 

171 

28 

126 

181 

30 

105 

234 

29 

53 

48 

272 

211 

181 

70 

96 

97 

136 

95 

171 

114 

231 

176 

257 

95 

41 

145 

155 

156 

210 

88 

139 

167 

116 

246 

65 

3 

189 

256 

148 

219 

146 

22 

190 

13 

164 

98 

100 

207 

255 

183 

275 

25 

47 

233 

214 

24 

85 

81 


No. 

Jesus  all  the  way 29 

Jesus  comes  with  power  to  gladden.  12 

Jesus  has  lifted  the  load 199 

Jesus  has  promised  me  a  home 74 

Jesus,  I  my  cross  have  taken 237 

Jesus  is  mine 283 

Jesus  is  passing  this  way 100 

Jesus,  keep  me  near  the  cross 192 

Jesus,  lover  of  my  soul 221 

Jesus  my  all 250 

Jesus  saves 93 

Jesus,  Saviour,  pilot  me 107 

Jesus,  thy  precious  blood 115 

Jesus  understands 31 

Jesus  unerring  Pilot 20 

Jesus  washed  my  sins  away 69 

Joyful  I  sing  as  I  journey  each  day.  55 

Just  as  I  am,  without  one  plea 216 

Just  lean  upon  the  arms  of  Jesus. .  .  06 

Just  to  trust  in  the  Lord 86 

Keep  me  thine 191 

Keep  praying  as  yon  go 212 

Keep  thou  thine  own 121 

Keep  very  close 62 

Keep  your  heart  singing 36 

Labor  on 148 

Lead,  kindly  Light,  amid  the  encirc-  278 

Leaning  on  the  everlasting  arms. ...  90 

Lean  upon  his  arms 66 

Let  Jesus  come  into  your  heart 136 

Life  through  the  crucified  One 40 

Lift  me  over 163 

Light  of  my  life 2 

Like  a  wand'ring  sheep 183 

Like  Noah's  dove,  I  found  no  rest.  .  27 

Live  nearer  to  Jesus 118 

Lonely  ?  no,  not  lonely 122 

Look  away  to  Jesus 220 

Lord,  at  thy  mercy  seat 250 

Lord,  I  hear  of  showers  of  blessing. .  232 

Lord,  I'm  coming  home 81 

Lord  Jesus,  I  long  to  be  perfectly. . .  273 

Lord,  we  come  before  thee  now 268 

Love  divine,  all  love  excelling 263 

Love  my  ransom  paid 45 

Loving  kindness 241 

Lower  and  lower 87 

Loyalty  to  Christ  in  all  things 94 

Loyalty  to  the  Master 182 

Make  me  a  blessing  to-day 18 

Make  thine  abode  with  me 191 

Martyn.  7s,  D 22:? 

Meek  and  lowly 248 

'Mid  the  wild  and  fearful  blast 152 

More  and  more  I  need  thee 58 

More  holy  would  I  be 32 

More  like  Jesus  would  I  be 243 

More  love  to  thee,  O  Christ 259 

More,  more  like  thee 225 

Must  Jesus  bear  the  cross  alone.  . . .  264 
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My  blessed  Redeemer  I'm  trusting. . 

My  blest  Redeemer  left  heaven 

My  country,  'tis  of  thee 

My  faith  looks  up  to  thee 

My  happy  soul  rejoices 

My  hope  is  built  on  nothing  less. . .. 

My  Jesus,  I  love  thee 

My  life  is  a  wearysome  journey. . . . 
My  life,  my  love,  I  give  to  thee. . .  . 

My  Saviour 

My  Saviour  face  to  face 

My  Saviour  first  of  all 

Nailed  to  the  cross 

Nearer,  my  God,  to  thee 

Nearer,  still  nearer 

Near  the  cross 

Never  alone 

Never  will  I  cease  to  love  him. . . . 

No,  not  one 

No  other  name  but  Jesus 

No  shadow  in  the  valley 

Nothing  but  mercy  for  me 

Not  one  forgotten 

Now  at  a  throne  of  grace 

O  blessed  fellowship  divine 

O  bless  the  Lord,  my  soul 

O  burdened  soul  no  longer  wait.  . . . 

O  could  I  speak  the  matchless 

O  for  a  closer  walk  with  God 

O  for  a  heart  that  is  whiter  than 

O  glorious  fountain! 

O  glorious  promises  of  God ! 

O  happy  day  that  fixed  my  choice .  . 
O  hear  my  cry,  be  gracious  now  to. 

0  hearts  that  are  weary 

O  how  he  loves! 

O  it  is  wonderful ! 

Old  Hundred 

O  let  us  live  nearer  to  Jesus  our. . 

O  love,  amazing  love! 

O  my  heart  is  thrilled  with 

O  my  Saviour,  hear  me 

One  blessed  hour  with  Jesus 

One  is  standing  at  the  door 

One  more  day's  work  for  Jesus 

One  there  is  above  all  others,  O  how. 
One  there  is  above  all  others,  "Well.. 

One  there  is  who  loves  thee 

Only  a  step  to  Jesus 

Only  trust  him 

On  my  willing  lips  is  a  hymn  of. . . 

On  our  journey  home 

Onward  Christian  soldiers 

O  refuge  sweet 

O  safe  to  the  Rock  that  is  higher. . . . 

O  scatter  seeds  of  loving  deeds 

O  softly  the  Spirit  is  whispering. . . . 

O  soul  from  Calvary's  cross! 

O  spread  the  tidings  round 

O  the  best  friend  to  have  is  Jesus. . . 
O  think  of  a  home  over  there , 


No. 
101 
179 
296 
295 
191 
284 
223 
108 
145 
198 
142 
60 

133 
277 
188 
192 
122 
69 
143 
155 
111 
179 
124 
121 

149 
202 

46 
279 
258 
150 
217 
140 
298 

57 
206 
249 

75 
300 
118 

45 
126 

77 
8 

48 

99 
249 
165 

91 
161 
252 

85 
169 
290 

27 
129 
104 

18 

35 
137 

61 
157 


O  thou  Light  of  my  soul 

O  thou  that  hearest  prayer 

O  to  be  gentle  and  holy 

O  to  be  like  thee!  blessed  Redeemer. 

Our  Burden  Bearer 

Our  golden  sheaves 

Out  in  the  world  where  so  many  are. 
Over  the  ocean  wave  far,  far  away . . 
O  weary  souls  who  long  for  rest .... 
O  what  joy  the  believer  may  know. 
O  worship  the  King,  all  glorious . . . 
O  ye  thirsty  ones  that  languish 

Pass  me  not,  O  gentle  Saviour 

Peace  through  the  blood 

Praise  God,  from  whom  all  blessings. 

Precious  name 

Precious  Saviour,  dearest  Friend . . 

Refuge.   7s.  D 

Rescue  the  perishing 

Rest  in  Jesus 

Revive  us  again 

Rock  of  ages  cleft  for  me 


Safe  in  the  arms  of  Jesus 

Saved  by  grace  alone 

Saviour,  I  am  coming 

Saviour,  in  whose  name  I  pray.  .  . . 

Saviour,  more  than  life  to  me 

Saviour,  thy  dying  love 

Saviour,  we  come  to  thee 

Say  yes  to  the  Spirit 

Seeds  of  promise 

Send  the  gospel  light 

Show  pity,  Lord,  O  Lord,  forgive. .  . 

Simply  trusting  all  the  way 

Since  Christ  my  soul  from  sin  set. . . 

Sing  anc   pray,  all  the  day 

Sing  of  Jesus  and  his  glory 

Sing  them  over  again  to  me 

Sit  down  by  the  side  of  your  mother. 
Softly  and  tenderly  Jesus  is  calling. 

Some  blessed  day 

Some  day  the  silver  cord  will  break. 
Some  one  will  knock  at  the  saints. 

Some  sweet  day,  by  and  by 

Sowing  the  seed  of  the  kingdom .... 

Stand  up!  stand  up  for  Jesus 

Stepping  in  the  light 

Such  a  friend  is  Jesus 

Sunlight 

Sun  of  my  soul,  thou  Saviour  dear. 

Sunshine  every  day 

Sweet  hour  of  prayer 

Sweet  moments  of  prayer 

Sweet  peace  is  my  portion 

Sweet  peace,  the  gift  of  God's  love. 

Take  my  life  and  let  it  be 

Take  the  name  of  Jesus  with  you.  . 

Tell  me  the  old,  old  story 

Tell  of  the  love  of  Jesus 


No. 

2 

213 

32 

59 

49 

67 

19 

282 

208 

40 

286 

261 

245 
43 

300 
117 
200 

221 
102 
205 
299 
224 

52 

68 

173 

207 

251 

226 

247 

154 

104 

180 

244 

109 

89 

42 

21 

281 

144 

127 

153 

172 

103 

72 

73 

292 

63 

131 

25 

230 

123 

218' 

196' 

17 

92 

267 

117 

138 

19 
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The  beautiful  city  of  God 

The  best  friend  is  Jesus 

The  better  land 

The  blessed  Eock 

The  Comforter  has  come 

The  dear,  loving  Saviour  has  found. 

The  gospel  bells  are  ringing 

The  hour  of  prayer 

The  hour  we  spend  with  Jesus.  . . . 
The  living  fount  is  flowing  now.  . .  . 

The  morning  light  is  breaking 

iThe  mother's  good-by 

The  music  of  the  story 

The  name  of  Jesus  is  so  sweet 

The  palace  gate  of  prayer 

There  comes  to  my  heart  one  sweet. 
There  is  a  fountain  filled  with.  215, 
There  is  Friend,  a  patient  Friend .  . 
There  is  a  land  mine  eye  hath  seen.. 

There  is  constant  joy  abiding 

There  is  joy  in  my  heart  all  the  day. 

There  is  no  dearer  Friend 

There  is  no  name  so  sweet  on  earth. 
There  is  no  sweeter  time  than  this. 

There  is  pardon  at  the  cross 

There  is  peace 

There  is  power  in  the  blood 

There  is  rest,  sweet  rest  at  the 

There's  a  gentle  voice  within 

There's  an  hour  that  comes  like  a. . 

There's  a  story  sweet  and  true 

There's  a  word  of  tender  beauty.. . . 
There's  no  shadow  in  the  valley. . . . 
There's  not  a  friend  like  the  lowly.. 

There's  power  in  Jesus'  blood 

There -was  One  who  was  willing  to.. 

The  solid  Rock 

The  Son  of  God  goes  forth  to  war. . 

The  sweetest  name 

The  Spirit  is  softly  calling 

The  trusting  heart  to  Jesus  clings .  . 

The  very  same  Jesus 

The  wonderful  name 

This  is  a  faithful  saying 

Though  in  this  world  of  sin  and.. . . 

Though  joys,  like  the  sunshine 

Though  your  sins  be  as  scarlet 

Thou  thinkest,  Lord,  of  me 

Through  the  sacrifice  of  Jesus  the. . 
Through  the  shining  gate  where 

Thy  will  is  mine 

'Tis  so  sweet  to  trust  in  Jesus. . . . 
'Tis  sweet  to  have  a  faithful  friend. 

'Tis  the  blessed  hour  of  prayer 

To  God  be  the  glory 

To  Jesus  I  will  go 

To  the  work,  to  the  work! 

Tread  softly 

True  rest 

Trust  and   obey 

Trusting  and  hoping 

Trusting  in  thee 


No. 

175 

61 

79 

152 

137 

44 

134 

14 

4 

173 

293 

144 

21 

80 

119 

92 

217 

78 

79 

204 

130 

185 

238 

4 

112 

64 

38 

9 

159 

14 

34 

124 

111 

143 

191 

133 

284 

289 

238 

154 

199 

39 

178 

132 

65 

98 

125 

193 

64 

56 

275 

229 

131 

6 

37 

159 

54 

147 

208 

50 

28 

101 


No, 

Trusting  Jesus 109 

Trying  to  walk  in  the  steps  of  the . .  63 
Turned  away  from  the  beautiful ....   103 

Up  to  the  bountiful  Giver  of  life. .  .   186 

Valley  of  rest  (Valley  of  Eden) 106 

Victory  all  the  way  along 168 

Walking  in  sunlight  all  of  my....   110 

We  are  children  of  a  King 169 

We  are  told  of  a  home  in  that  city.     47 

We  consecrate  ourselves  anew 76 

We  have  heard  the  joyful  sound. .  .     93 

Weeping  will  not  save  me 253 

We  may  lighten  toil  and  care 36 

We  may  not  climb  the  heavenly. . .  242 
We  praise  thee,  O  God,  for  the  Son.  299 
We  shall  meet  beyond  the  river.  . .  .  287 
We  shall  reach  the  summer  land, . .     72 

We're  marching  to  Zion   169 

What  a  fellowship,  what  a  joy. ...  90 
What  a  Friend  we  have  in  Jesus. .  .   233 

What  e'er  it  be 275 

What  have  I  done  for  Jesus 33 

When  I  follow  Christ  my  Saviour .  .  163 
When  I  get  to  the  end  of  the  way .  .  108 
When  I  have  finished  my  journey       170 

When  I  shall  reach  the  more 13 

When  Jesus  comes  to  reward  his. . . .   151 

When  love  shines  in 12 

When  my  life  work  is  ended 60 

When  the  Bridegroom  comes 160 

When  the  cares  of  life  are  ended .  .  67 
When  the  roll  is  called  up  yonder . .  184 
When  the  saints  are  marching  in. . .  56 
When  the  trumpet  of  the  Lord  shall.  184 
When  thou  my  righteous  judge  shalt.  260 

When  we  walk  with  the  Lord 50 

Where  are  the  sins  that  once  burden.   162 

Where  Jesus  is,  'tis  heaven 89 

Whisper  it  to  Jesus 113 

Whiter  than  snow 273 

Who'll  be  the  next? 269 

Whosoever  will 82 

Who  will  follow  Jesus? 174 

Why  waitest  thou  ? 91 

Why  will  ye  wander  ? 261 

Will  Jesus  find  us  watching? 151 

Will  our  lamps  be  filled  and  ready  ?  160 

Will  the  angels  come  ? 170 

Will  there  be  any  stars  ? 105 

Will  you  come  to  the  cross  ? 46 

With  mansions  of  fairness 175 

Wonderful  love  that  found  us 209 

Wonderful  words  of  life 281 

Work,  for  the  night  is  coming 291 

Would  we  make  our  duty  light.  ...     42 

Would  you  be  free  from  your 38 

Would  you  in  wisdom  and  righteou-     62 

Would  you  live  for  Jesus 120 

You  may  have  the  joybells 26 

Zion  stands  with  hills  surrounded. .  294 


256 


4— 


I 


PRICE   LIST 

OF 


Lortous  Praise 

BEST  SILK  CLOTH 
$25.00  per   100  Copies. 


Any  number,  more  or  less  than  100  (or  over 
one  dozen)  at  same  price,  which  does  not 
include  express  or  freight.  If  desired  sent 
by  mail  add  5  cents  per  copy  for  postage. 


